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THK«^L11’E AND CHARACTER OF 
HAUmcr.LION 

Tiik openiii/T entry in A Last Dianj was 
nuuk' on March 21, tlic closing 

sentence was wiitlcn on .June ."J, 11)11). In 
T/ic Jij/iriuil of II J)/sti/i/ioinfi't/ Man tlie 
record j-'iulcd on October 21, 11)17, with the 
one word ‘“Self-disgust.'’ An irnpoilant 
din’ereiiee between the lirst diary and that 
n(»w pidilished lies in the fact that the lirst 
embodies a carefully selected series of 
exti-aeis from twcaity post (jiiarto volumes 
of manuscript in which Rarbeliion had 
•recorded his thoughts and his observations 
from the age of thirteen without any clearly 
defined inliention. except towards the end of 
his life, of discovering them to any but one 
or two of his intimate friends. He oftc.i 
hinted to me th<-it some parts of his diary 
w’ould “ make good reading " if they could 
be printed in essay form, aiul 1 think he 
then had in mind chiefly those passages which 
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supplied the inspiration of Enjoiihifr Life, 
the vohmin of essays that revealed him more 
dislinelivclyin the eharaeterof “ a nffluralist 
and a man oK letters.' Still, the diary was 
primarily written lor himself. It w'as his 
means ol' self-expressiim, the seerct ehamber 
of his sold into whieh jio other person, hww- 
ever deep in his love and eonlidenee, might 
penetrate. More than oneo I asked him to 
let me look at those parts whieh he thought 
siiitahle for ])nhliealion, hnt shyly he turned 
aside I he suggestion with the remark: “Some 
day, ])erhaps, lint not now.” All 1 ever saw 
was a part of the first essay in Knfnjing 
Life, and an aeeonnt of his wanderings "in 
a spirit of horning exultation ” over the great 
streleli of sandy " burrows ” .'it the estuary* 
of that la'antiihl Devonshire river, the Taw» 
wiiere in long days of solitude he ^^rst t:iiight 
himself with the zeal and patience of the 
Worn naturalist the ways of birds and fish 
and ins(?els, and learnt to love the sweet 
harmony of the sunlight and the flowers ; 
tvhere, too, jis a mere boy he lirst meditated 
upon the mysteries of life and death. 
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^riie cai’licr Jounml, then, was, generally 
speaking, spcmLaneoiis, not euleulated for 
elleet.i* part ol‘ himself. He wrote down in- 
stinetively and hy habit his inmost thoughts, 
his liglilesl: im]>re!fsion of the doings of the 
day. a careless jest that amused him, an irri- 
laliiig «’nconnlcr wilh a foolish or a stupid 
j)ers()n. siancUiing mrwiy seen in the sLriietiirc 
of a l>ird s wing, a snnsel elfeet. It wjis oidy 
on rare occasions that, he deliherately experi- 
nienlesl with forms of exj»ression. But 1 
cannot In-Ip thinking that the diary contained 
in the present volume, though in one sense 
ecpially a part of him.self, has a somewhat 
dillerent tpialil y. 1 1 appears to bcjir internal 
cxideiiei! of having l)een written with an eye 
to the reader because of liis settled intention 
tiiat it shoidd lie ]iublishcd in a book. He 
has drawy upon the memories of his youth 
for many of the most interesting passages. 
He has smoothed the rough edges of hjs 
style with the loving care of an author 
anticipating eritieisifi, and anxious to do his 
best. \\ hether the last diary will be found 
less attractive on that account is not for me 
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10 siiy. 'I’lui ciwiimstmiocs in wliich it was 
written explain the dillercncc, if, as I suppose, 

11 is easy to deteet. In the cai*lier*,pcri(Ml 

covered hy ./ /^o.s7 Diurji the original 
Jdiiniul was aelnally in 'the press; ill the 
later period it liad heen piihlished and 
received Atilh general goodwill. IhirheUjon 
certainly did not expect to live to see the 
.Itud iinl in print, and that is why he inserted 
at the end its single false entry, “ Ihirhellioii 
died on Deceinher .‘$1 ' A few of 

the later reviewers, whose sense of propriety 
was oU'eiided hy this “ twisting of the truth 
for the sake of ;m artist i<* linish,” I’ehuked 
him for the trick pl.iyetl upon his reader.s. 
Ihit. he rel’useil to take I hi' rehnke seriously. 
“ 'File fael is, he said with a whimsical smile, 
“ no man ilare remain alive after writing sueh 
a hook.” 

A further ditlcrcnec between the present 
h^ok and its two jiredeeessors is that both 
the Jiuiniiil ;ind iliijuniii;^' Life were pre- 
pared hy himself for jaiUlication, though the 
laWi'r appeared after his death, whereas 
Lust Dinrj! was still in manuscript when 
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he (lied. He left carefully written instruc- 
tions as to the details of jmblieation, and he 
was exireincly anxious that there should he 
no ‘‘ bowdlerising ” of any part of the text. 
He dt'sired that af the end should Ix^ written 
“ 'fhe rest is silence. " Nearly the whole of 
the diary is in his o^n handwriting, which 
in the last entries bccaine a scarcely le^pble 
scrawl, though in inonients of exceptional 
physicad weakness he tlietalctl to his wife 
and sister. Tj) to the last his mind retained 
its extraordinary slixaijflh and vigour. His 
eyes never lost their curiously palhetii! look 
of <|nestionino- ‘•liveness.” In that feeble 
form — “ a badly art ienlatcd skeleton ” he had 
called himself lon,i< before -his eyes were 
indcisl the only feature left by whiifh those 
who loved him could still keep reeognition 
of his ph,i|<!ii?al presence. His body was a 
gaunt, wliite framework of skin and bone, 
enclosing a spirit still so passionately aliv» 
that it threatened to burst asunder the frail 
lioiids that imprisoned it. 1 think those 
who read the diary will agree that while if 
is mellower and more delicate in tone it 
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sliows ru) of niiMilal flt'lorionilion or of 
any <k*( liiK' in Llit* qii.ilily and tcwLiiro of liis 
UiouLilils, frrLainly no lailnro in tlic*^)OWcr 
of liU-raiy expression, 'riie very last long 
enlry, written the day In-fore ho laid (lowii 
liis pen lo wiite no nion*, is a liltle niasUa’- 
])ie('e of jnyiMis drseri4)tion. ill wIlieJi with 
the kierVi led «.»’/• oi’ flu* /eh)Ioi.;isL and 

the suhth- sense of the arl isl, he gi\‘es reas<^ns 
wh\ *’lh(- lirii.*ldest IhiiiL** in llu- worjd is a. 

( lenoplior ina elass jar slandingin the son. ’ 
Mr. Kdward Sh.niks, in a!i (*ssay ol’ singular 
underslanding, has (pioted this parli<»ular 
enlry, a (lashing renienihranec! oi* earlier days, 
as a eharaelerislie example <d’ tliose ox- 
cpii-.ile desr-ripl ions of landseat)es and living 
things which g«ow more vivid and more ' 
nioving as ihe rnd aj^proacrlies.’’ ddie 
apprecialio/* wrilleu hy Mr. ShaiiiX appeared 
in Marcli oj ihi^ present year in the lsOit(li)H 
wliicli also published in siioeessii O 
nnmhers other extracls from the diary that 
is now given /// e./Ve/zvo. \>dth the help of 
my hrolher, II. 1{. Cummings, who lias 
been responsible for most of the work in- 
volved in preparing the numuseript lor the 
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press, I luive niiitle a few verbal eliau^es and 
corrections ; and certain passay:es liavc l>een 
omittet] wliich, nowllial Barbellion’s identity 
is establislied, seem to refer too openly and 
too intimately to pei*sons still alive. Other- 
wise the entries appear exactly as they were 
made. • 

In recent months I have been asked by 
various pers»»ns, many t»f whom i tlo not 
knowaand have ne\cr seen, hut who have 
been profoundly iulercsl(;d in the personality 
of Itarhellion, to write a “ straightforward ” 
account of his life. Some of these corre- 
spondents seem to imagine that it holds a 
stran<rc mystery not disclosed in the frank 
story of the Juitrnnl, while others suspect 
th.at the events of his career, as he recorded 
them, are a judicious blend of truth and 
Hetion. I^aii only say as emphatically as 
possible that there is no mystery ()f any sort, 
and that the facts of his life are in clone 
accordance with Jiis own narrative. Obviously 
the disconnected diary form must be in- 
complete, and in some respects puzzling ; 
and clearly he selected for treatment in a 
book those entries of fact wbic^i were appro- 
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pri.ilc to tlic scheme of his jouiiiJil. They 
were chosen, ;is I have already indi<*aled, 
from a j>Teal mass of material that nCeumii- 
lalt'd from week to week over a period of 
about filleeii years. IJiil' they are neither 
invented nor <lelihera(ely coloured to suit 
his purpose. When Inj s])oke of himself ho 
spoke the tnil h as far as he knew it : when 
he spoke of otliers he spoke the truth as far 
as he knew it ; wlaai he spok(“ of ^actual 
events they had happened as nearly as 
[lossihle as he relahd them. 

Th<^ ae(‘ounts of his career. pid)lishcd at 
the lime of his (hrath hast, year, Avere accurate 
in their general outline. Hruee Frederick 
('ummings (Harhell ion's real name) was horn 
at liie little toAvn of Harnslaple in Xorth 
Devon, on Septemlier 7, He aa’US 

tlie youngest of a family of .six---^irec hoys 
and three girls. 11 is father Avas a journalist 
Airfio had aehicA'ed no mean reputation, local 
though it Avas, as a pungent political writer, 
and had created for himself Avhat must haA'e 
lu-en, cAcn in those days, a peculiar position 
for the district representative of a country 
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newspaper. lie was a shrewd hut kindly 
judge of men ; he had a quick wit, a facile pen, 
and ai»*uniisual charm of manner that made 
him a popular figure everywhere. In facft, 
in the area coveretT hy his activities he exer- 
cised in his prime a personal influence 
unique of its kind, .‘^id such as would be 
scarcely possible utuler modern conditions of 
new'spaper work, 'riioiigh they had little 
in conynon tt'inpcramcnlally, there always 
existed a strong tie of affection between my 
father and Barbellion, and I believe there is 
to be found among the laltex*'s still un- 
examined literary remains a sympathetic 
sketch of the personality of .loliii ('iimmings. 
Ill his infancy Barbellion nearly died from 
an attack of pneumonia, and from that early 
illness, one is inclined to think, his subseipient 
ill-liealth oyf^nated. He xvas a puny, under- 
sized child, nervously shy, with a tiny white 
face and large brown melancholy eye.s. He* 
was so frail that he was rather unduly 
coddled, and was kepf at home beyond the 
age at which the rest of us had been sent to* 
sehool. I taught him in my father’s oflfiee- 
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study to r<‘ad and write, as well as the 
nidimeiils of Kiiglisli history and Phiglish 
literal m e. and a little I .atin. Lp to 4hc age 

of nine, when he started to attend a Large 
private selujol in tlie town, he was slow of 
apj)r<'hension, hut of an inquiring nn'nd, and 
h(5 rarely Idrgot wha\ he had onee learnt, 
lie was ntrarly twelve years old before his 
faeulties began lodevelop.and they developed 
rapidly. 1 le revealed an aptitude for^nathe- 
inalii's. and a really surprising gift of com- 
position : sf)ine of his sehool essays, both in 
style and inanner, and in the precocity of 
their thought, might almost have been 
writteri by a mature man of letters. The 
hea<hnaster oi' the s<-hool. who had been a 
Somersetshire (.'ounty cricketer, and whose- 
ediK'alional outlook was dominated by his 
sense of the valiie of s])orts an?i>games, was 
a little diseoncerlcd by this strange, shy boy 
•and his «pieer and j)recise knowledge of out- 
of-the-way things, but be had the acumen 
to rceognise his abiliti<?s and to predict for 
*liini a brilliant future. He read all kinds of 
books, from Kingsley to Carlyle, with an 
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iiisiitiable appetite. It was about Ibis time, 
too, tliat be be^an those tramps into 
the coifiitryside. over the lulls to wateh the 
sla»(bouiuls mecU and aloii^ the broad river 
marshes, that pro\*id<rd the be^imiiii^s aud 
tb<- t'oimdalioii of the diary habit, which 
became in lime the v<jrv breath of bis iiu\er 
life. He loved the open air. and all that the 
open air meant. iVfler hours of absence, 
we kn<;w not where, be wonlil return /^lowing 
with happy exeilement at some adventure 
willi a fri( lully fisherman, or at the identifi* 
cation of a rare bird. Even now the wonder 
of file world was jJ[rij)pinj^ hitn in its bewiteh- 
in_if sjK'll. In later days he expressed its 
power over him in words such as these, 'with 
many variations ; 

“Like a li«M<ytitiil ainl Icriililc nii.stwss, the world 
holds me iis ilevotod slave. .She flouts me, but I 
love tier still. She is eruel, but still I love her. 
51y love for her is a guiltv love — for the volii|>tuou« 
curves of the ].)evoii.shire uiour.s, for the hhuid 
benignity of the siiii siutling alike on the just and 
on the unjust, for the sea which washes in ^ 
beautiful shell or a corpse with the same meditative 
inililTcrciice,'’ 
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hi I hesc early years, I reiiicmbcr, the diary 
took the outward rorni of an old exereischook, 
neatly lahelleil and ininihered, and it roHeeted 
all his observations on nature. The records, 
some of wliieli were reprtidneed from time to 
time in The Znolufihts were valuable not 
only in their earelul e.\;aetitn(le, hut for their 
breadth of siijLr^cslion, and that iiujniring 
spirit into the why of lhin"s whieh proved 
him to he no mere elassilier or reporter. 
Th(;y wert? the outeome of lon^ vigils of 
eoneentrated watehing. I have known him 
to stay for two or three hours at a stretch in 
one tense position, silently noting the torpid 
movements of half a do/en hats withdrawn 
I’rfim some disused mine and kept forexperi- 
nu-nls in the little draAving-room that wjls 
more like a lahoi-atory than a place to sit in. 
He probably knew more about IsWth Devon 
and the wild creatures that inhabited its 
«A’ide spaces than any living person. Some- 
times ht^ was accompanied on his journeys, 
which «M;eupie<l most of his spare time and 
the greater part of the week-ends, by two or 
three boisterously high-spirited acquaintances 
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of his own age, who, tiioiigh leagues removed 
from him in eharuc;ter and oiiUook, seemed 
to iiiui mysterious charm in his eompanion- 
shi|), and whose solemn resi>cct for his natiircal 
hislory lore he ciiiminglj' made use of by 
emf»lovi!ig IhcMU to search for specimens 
under his gui«Ianec aiu| direction. 

\\’heii lie was Ibiirlecn years of age hi.s 
iixed determinalion to become a imturalist 
by prolcssiou was aeta-pted by all of us as 
a sdlled thing. My falhcr, wh(»sc income 
was at this lime r<‘dncc<l through illness by 
about h.alf, generously encouraged him in 
his andjilion by giving him more pocket 
money than any of his brothers and sisters 
h.-id received in ]);ihnior days, in order that 
Jie might add to his rapidly increa.sing library 
of costly books on /.oology' and biology ; and 
b)' allowing, !lim such freedom of move- 
ment as can rarely fall to the lot of a small 
boy in an ordinary middle-class home. 
Here let me say that after the publication 
of his Journal, Barbeirion himself expressed 
regret at having here and there in the l>ook 
unconsciously conveyed the impression that 
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ill tlic home of his cliildhood iiiid youth lie 
rereivcil little praeticiil help and sympathy 
ill the pursuit of his peat (piest. T4ie exact 
(roiilrniy was, in fact, the case: and when 
in I'.nn. owiii^ to my father’s second, and 
this Lime eomplele, hreakdown Ihirbellion 
had to dia-liiie the oljer of a small apjioint- 
meiit at the 1‘lymoutli JMarinc Laboratory, 
T.iie blow was not less liitter to his parents 
than to himself. At that time he was the 

f 

only son at home. He had been allow'ed 
a ^reat amount of leisure for .study ; but 
now, as one of two youiiff reporters on iny 
father's stud', he v»as eompelled for the time 
lieinjy to carry a responsibility w'hieli he 
feared and detested. Rut the opportunity 
for which he had passionately worked and 
impatiently waited was not long in coining. 
In the foliowing year, in opft<«.eonipetition 
with men Irom the (Tnivcrsities who had been 
K speeiully coached Ibr the examination, he 
won his way by his own exertions to the 
stall’ of the Xaturaf History Mu.seuin at 
* South Kensington. 

Frobably the happiest period of his life 
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was tlifit of his late j'outh up to the time of 
my father’s collapse. He was in somewhat 
better IvKilth than in his childhood ; the joy 
of livinjLr intoxicated his being ; he was able 
to saunter at his own free will over his 
beloved hills and dales : he was beginning to 
feel bis strength and to ^hupc his knowledge ; 
and before him stretched a bright vista of 
v.'igue, alluring, iniinite possibilities. And at 
this time, apart Irom the diary, he was trying 
his hand .at writing, .and re^eIling in that 
deli<aous experience of y«)uth —putting to 
proof his newly awakened powers. I have 
in niy possession scoi'cs of early letters that 
testify elofjuently to his ability to pereeive, 
to think, and to >vrite. II ere is a letter which, 
at the age of seventeen, he wrote to my 
brother Harry. It seems to me remarkable 
for the vigoii: lind clearness with which he 
was able to set down his rcHeetions on a dark 
and diffieult point of philosophy, and intcre.st- 
ing because it shows how already his mind 
was occupied with the niysteiy of himself. 

“ I am writing really [he says] to clisimss ‘ Myself’ 
with you. I am particularly interested in it [an 
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arlif'lo on writtm l>y llaiTv] because it 

(lillirs so ciitin'ly Iroin my own Icclings. I mil a 
fri.'ir. It is so clillicull to sec* what one 
iimIIv ns (lisliiicL from whal ouv. ftrk; but 

lor iiivM'ir I lan st't- only loo dislinclly llic world 
williout. my own insignificftni self, /iMcr ilcatli or 
bclnl'c hi I 111. 

“ riiinv is i»m* ])o‘.vrr whii-h 1 have to an iinuMial 
L-xU'iil (Ifvi-lojKMl, so I llfink, :iml Uin.l is Oie facully 
of tlivi>ling my llnuights of all siihjei-l i\ il y. I can 
Mr mvscif as mi mncli spccialiscil proloplasm. 
Siini' timcs I almost tliink that in l.luis rliNcsLing the 
iiiinil of |)nrliiiilais I sci/c; the iinivi-rsal and for a 
sliort: l)iil vivid moment look tlirough Ihi' veil at 
Mlic llnnii; ilsclf.'' I ically cannot make myself 
clear wil limit a great deal of cjue, and 1 hope you 
will not misiinder’'land me. 

“Ihit, to di\rrg(* somcwlial, it was only the other 
da\ ihat Maidenly, wlieii I was not expecting it, I 
.saw ifin/hi r\’i fitir in an objective way. I saw’ and 
lookeil on it as a stranger who hail never seen lier ; 
and mind \on, there is a good deal of dilfei'ence 
helweeii IIum- two jxiints of view'.^I never realised 
until that mommit that we look on iho.se whom wc 
know so well in the light and .shade of the know- 
ledge we have gained hefore. . . . 

“The natural conclusion of the.se observations I 
take to he that we never Vnow /mre anthropomorphic 
our views may reali\ be. (Somebody else has said 
this somewhere, luit 1 don’t know who. Huxley ?) I 



OF BARBELLION 


XXI 


am luirtirally srcptioal of all sc-ioiiccs aiul systems 
of pliilosojiliy. Si'iencc, of course, (l«'als with the 
experieiwCcl universe, and eiinnol j)os>ihly evi-r rcraeh 
ultimate Lruth. In philoxipliy I am always liaiinted 
l)y the suspicion llial, we only knew, we are not 
anywherf? near laaii^ able to make even a rou^h 
guess at the trulli. 

‘‘^rhrow a dog a bone. i‘ll take it lhat the dog, 
if it is a)i inh‘lligent one, discusses the bone 
thoroughly. It discovers I he natural law of the 
bone lhat it sati'^lies hunger and provides hap|>iiiess, 
aiul it ft)rms a scieiililic theory (inlelligeiit dog, 
mind you) to e\|}lain this inseparable eorn.'lative 
phein»m(.iion. It says: ‘The world is probably to 
be considered as an immense mechanism of separate 
hone-throwing machines, workicl by an unknown 
creature. Jlom^ is necessary tt> tla* ilog existence as 
it is the inell'able vital e.,sence of Divine Love in 
which we live, move, and have our being, ^lliis is so, 
because? it has been prtived by ex|)eriment that in 
the absence «if bone- throwarrs, dogs have been known 
to ilie.’ 

“Of course you laugh. Hut why not r I cannot 
help thinking that wc may very well tie as much in 
the dark as the dogs. Our philosophy may he 
incorrect in respect of the Universe, Uealily, and 
God as the dog\s philosophy is in I'espect of the 
sim])ie process of digestion and tin? accompanying 
physiological changes. 

“If 1 could drop my anchor behind a r<»ck of 
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ceihiinlv I shoiiUi ha ^rix?atly i*elicvwl, but Who can 
ronviiKc a man if lie raiiiiot convince himself? 

"‘'J'o sum up, wliiit I think is that wc-^?.r., each 
on(‘ of ns separately — arc cxcec(lin«^ly unimportant 
wi^pN, little bits of body, iiyiul, and spirit, but that 
ill tile wliole, as Ijiinianity, we are a great immortal 
orgaiii-^m of real import if we eonld see behind the 
veil. In other words k regard individuals as in- 
ellectiial units, but the mass as a spiritual power, 
"riie old pliilosopliieal idea that the world was a hig 
animal had an elemcni of truth in it.'' 

« 

It was only by the skin of his teeth that 
Harheliion passcil tlie (loct«)rs after getting 
througli the seic.-iitifie examination for the 
Soulli Ivensington post. lie was suffering 
from ehronie dyspepsia, he was mure than six 
I’eet in lieiglit, and as thin as a rake, and he 
looked like Ji ty|)ical eonsiimptive. 'J'lie 
incdienl genlleinen solemid}^ shook their 
heads, hut after scrutinising him with as 
niueh care as if he wei*e one of his own 
inusenm specimens they could discover 
no organic defect, *.nd their inability to 
“classify” him no doiiht saved Iturbellion 
from what wonhl liave been the most dread- 
ful disappivntmcnl of his life. His appear- 
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uncc, niotwithstsiruling his euiaciatiun, was 
striking. His ^rcai height, causing him to 
sloop sfightly, produced an air and attitude 
ul‘ stiidiousiiess peculiar to iiiinself. A iiead 
of noble proportions was crowicd by a thick 
mass of soil, browji tiair tumbling carelessly 
about his brow. OcepSet, lustrous eyes, wide 
a])art and aglow with eager life, lighted up 
a pale, sharply poinUal countenance with an 
indcscpibalilc vividness ol‘ expression. His 
nose, once straight and shapely, owing to an 
accident was irregular in its contour, hut by 
no means unpleasing in its irregularity, for 
it imparted a kind oi' rugged friendliness to 
the whole lace ; and he had a curious habit 
in moments of animation of visibly dilating 
the nostrils, as if un.ablc to contain his 
excitement. His mouth was large, firm, 
yet mobile, and his chin like ti rock. He 
had a musical voice, which he used without 
telFort, and when he spoke, especa’ally when * 
he chose to let hiiu'^df go on any subject 
that had aroused his intei'est, the energetic 
play of his features, the vital intensity which * 
he threw iijto every expression, had an 
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irresistible efTcet of conipiilsioii iipwi his 
friends. IJi.s Inimls were stnui^ Jiiid sensi- 
tive, with ii reniarlcible linciiess oV* loiieh 
very nscriil l«» liini in the lalxnatory, iiiui it 
was always a pleasure *to watch theiii at 
work n|)«>n a delicate dissection. Ilis hands 
and arms were nnndi*niort^ active members 
than his lei's, in conversation he tried in 
vain to control a libdonu atul amusinj^' habit 
of throwiiiji' them out and l)eatino' *'.110 air 
violently to emphasise a point in arifumcnt. 
lint he moved and walked lan<ruidly. like a 
tired man, as indci;d he was, lie was con- 
tiniionsly unwell -- “chronic.-dly sub-normal” 
was how he once dcscribe«l his eonditi<m to 
me, half playfully, lie had lost J’orex er that 
.sense of al)oundin^ physical well-bein*^ which 
gives '/c.st to living and strength to endure, 
lint he has di.scusscd his own symptoms 
in the Jim Dial with a force and ironic 
^humour llial I lan e not the ca]»aeity or the 
will to imitate. I w^ll say no more than 
that those who were cl«>sest to him re- 
member w'itli womlering admiration the 
magnilieent ^struggle which he maintained 
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agaiiiKit his illness and its ofTect upon his 
work. Ills iiltaeks of tlcpression he kept 
almost invariahly lo liiinself. In the presence 
of otlters lie was fiiH of liioli eouraoc, cn- 
ortjssed in his plaifs for llie future, strong 
in the determination not to he mastered by 
physical weakness. “’*1 am not going to be 
Ise.-ileu” he declared a Her one very bad bout, 

" if 1 develop all the diseases in the <loetor’s 
index.* I mean t<» <lo what I have set out 
lo do if it hits lo be done in a bath-chair.” 
Ilis will-p<iW(;r was enormous. nneon({ner- 
at)le. Jgain an<l .again he spurred himself 
on to work with ;m appalling <.‘xp«‘ndilnre of 
nervous energy, when an ordinary iiian might 
have thing n]>his hands and resigned himself 
to passi\e thrspair. 

lA;t me (|note from om^ of many letters 
written to me from .South Kensington, ail 
charged with ;t strangely arresting amalgam 
of hope, desj)air, ilelianee. cravings for'» 
imaginative syinpatly^% lotly ideals, .and 
throbbing with a prodigious jiassiou of life. 
Each and every one w.as a (‘hallenge and a * 
jiroiest. Surely there never was a half- 
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dcsid niJin more alive. It was shortly after 
war broke out that he wrote this letter: 

I 

“'riu* rtMson wliy Ww jiiiich* .loy of Life’ 

lwi> not l)(‘cn Mriii you i.sbec.inse it is not finished. . , . 
My mood jnsi now is scarcely fitted for ilu; comple- 
tion of an essay with such a title. [ am like to ask 
siillenlv, ‘‘ Wlial the ileviTs the i^ood 1 have 
alreadv drawn out of my inside hig ropy entrails, all 
liot and steaming, and t/ou say ‘ Very nice,’ or 
‘ (‘ireclively (expressed,’ and AiMin Harrison says he 
is loo full up.’ Daimi his ey<s ! Damn everything ! 
Hall (.’aim*, poor man, said once that a most terrible 
thing liad happened to iiim. He sal in a railway 
carriage opposilt* a y»*m.i? woman reading a book 
written "in Ins life’s blood,’ and she kept lo(»kiug up 
listle.Nsly to sef* the names of the stations. ‘ I'lie rloy 
of Life,’ my friend, in the eompleled state will make 
peo|)le sit ii[) perliaps. So I think as I wunle it. 
Uu\ perliaps, perhaps, perliaps. It has been like the 
bivlh of child to me. Vvc^ been walking about ‘ in 
the faniilv way.' 'riu; other essay was a relief to be 
able to bring forth. Both are self-i'evelalioiis. . . . 
My jomiial is full of ihem, and one day when, as is 
prolvdile, I have ])redec(?ased you, you will find much 
of B. F. C. ill it alnio.st .as he apjiears to His Maker. 
It is a study in the niidi^, with no appeal to the 

higlily pcnmiic.iinsed intellect of such a being as , 

^bul there is meaty stuff in it, raw, red, or imdcM'done. 

‘*IL is curious to me how siitisfied we all are with 
wholly inadei^unte opinions and ideas as to the 
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clfarafctcr and nature of our friends. For example, 1 
have a roii^li-and-reiidv esliinate of vcuirself which 
has easflally »rowr» np ov<*r a serii s of years. Ihih I 
don I really f<.*el very salislied that I know you, and 
most folk wouldirt eare if they ilidn't. They want 
neither lo uiulerstaiul inir to he iiinlerslood. They 
walk about, life as at a nia.sk balk eonUast to reinain 
unknown and ininMli.si*<l \\ the eoiisriousness of any 
.sin<;le Inimaii hein*^. A man can live will] his wife 
all his days and never he known lo her — partieularly 
iflliey arc iji lovi*. And Ihe extra ordinary Ihing to 
me is Pliai they don't wi.-h to un(h*rsl.and each other. 
■|'h(\v accept tiacli oIIicm's cinrent coin witiioiit 
(jnestion. 'fhat M‘ems to nu* lo he niaanny --to be 
lolling about in th(^ arms of someone who is virl.nally 
a sl.raii^'cr lo you. 

•'Not only oiirsi»lves, but everylhin^ is bound 
about wilii iiinumenible concentric walls of impene- 
trable ai'inour. I lonu; to pull them down, to tear 
down all the cnrUiins, screens, and dividing partitions, 
lo walk about wilh my clothes oil’, to make a hir«;e 
venlral incision and expo.se my heart. 1 ai]i siek of 
heiii^ l.ied np in lle.sh aiul clothe.s, hemmed in hy 
walls, by prosies, deceit.s. 1 want to pnll |)eople by 
the nose and be brutal ly candid. 1 want (:\eryone to* 
know, to be told every tiling. It. annoys me to find 
someone who doesn't reali.sc some horrible actuality 
iike c*aiicer or muider, or who has not lieard of 
U. L. S., or like an infamoiis man 1 met the other 
day who was not suilieieii Uy alive to know that it 
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was Amiindsrn not Scoll (as lie nonflu'dancly 
asMinird) who j^ot lo llio Pole first. . . , 

You Msk for iiiy dysinrji^ia in a wav wRi.di, iny 
drar, ‘(ood lad, I (‘aniiot resist. Wirll, it has been 
had, ilainnt'd hail. There voii an? ! 1 have hein in 

hell without Ihe energy lo lift up mine eyes. 'J*hc 
first twenty-five years of iny life have eliaseil me up 
and down I In? keyhoanl. ^ 1 have hecn to the top 
niul to the hot tom, \eiy happy and very miserahle. 
Hut doift Ihink I am whiiiiiii^ — 1 prefer a life which 
isahimt, a)id an adventure rather than a study iu 
still life. If yoii Miffer, Hal /ae said proudly, iit least 
you live. If I were suddenly assureil of wealth and 
health, loni;' to live, I should have lo walk about 
eullinn other people's throats so as to reintroduce 
the element of exeitement. At this pr(‘sent moment 
I um feeling so iull tti' Jofc (h- x^hir that a summons 
toilepart coming now woidd exasperate me? into fury. 
I should die cursing like? an intoxicated trooper. It 
seems unlhinkahh? if life wi-re the sheer wall of a 
precipice, I should stick to it. by force of attraction ! 

You sliall s(»e in the ‘Joy of 1 jfc' how much I 
have ;j;rowii to love it. I'here is a little beast which 
draws its life lo start with lathcr jn’ccariously 
^atta(?1u?d lo a cral). Hut ^l■adnally it sends out 
filaments which burrow' in and penetrate every fibre 
of its host so that to se^iarate host and parasite 
means a grievous rupture. I have l)ecome attached 
in Hu? same way, but not lo a ciah ! 

“ Life is extraordinarily ilistiacting. At time.s 
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Zo]»lo^y molts iiway from my purview. Gradually, I 
slionldiri. bcMit .‘ill surprisoil if cilher inlorosls burrow 
ill my foimdations (laid in Zoology) and 

the wliVile supers! iMjflure ec)IIaj)se. If J *j;o to a 
sculpture, s^allerv, tbo (‘oiitiiuicd .Nludy of entomology 
appears impos>ibl(; 1 will be a sculptor. If I ^o to 
the opera, then 1 am to lalvo up music seri<»u.sly. 

Or if I »et a new b(‘ast (;yi i^xlraordinary new form 
of bird parasite bi'ou 5 rbt back by I lie Nc‘w (juiiiea 
Kxpedilion, old spurt! phew!) uuLliiu;^ else can 
inten'st me on earth, 1 tliink. Hut soinethinir does, 
and wi^li a wrench I turn away presently to fresh 
])astnres. i.ile is a series of wreiii’luts, 1 tremble for 
the Hxity of my ])urpt).si‘s ; anil as you know so well, 
I am an ambitious man, and my purposes are very 
dear to me. ^’ou "Ce what a trembling, colour- 
irban^iiii^, invertebrate, ji'lly-lish of a brother you 
liavc. . . . But you are the man I look to. . . 

NVhntcvor kind of man Barbcllioii may 
linve been he c<7rtainly was not a jelly-fish. 
Any or all of these seiitinicnts iiiight have 
come red-hot from his diary, and tiiey are 
absolutely typical of tlie ilelitrhtfnily stiiiiii- 
lating and provocative letters whicli he loved 
to write, and could jv^ftCe better than any 
man 1 liave ever known. He was as greedy 
as a shark for life in the raw, for the whole 
of life. He longed to capture and compre- 
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licntl the entire universe, mid would ne\;er 
lijivc been eon tent with less. I could 
swallow lan(lscii|)(‘s,'’ he says, ‘■and, swill 
down sunsets, or {frnpple the whole earth to 
me with hoops of st«.“el. jml the world is so 
impassive, silent, secret.’' He despised his 
body because it impetLd his pursuit of the 
elusive uncapturablc. And while he pursued 
l‘'ate. Fate followed close on his heels. In 
London he j^rew slowly and steadily worse. 
Doctors tinkered with him, anti he tinkered 
himself with their ineireetual nostrums. Rut 
at last, alter he had complaiiual one day of 
partial blindiu.-ss aiul of loss ol’ power in his 
right arm, 1 jicrsiiaded him, on the advice 
of a wisely suspicious young physician, to 
see a Hrst-elass nerve specialist. This man 
quickly discoveretl llu; secret of his complex 
and never-ending symptoms. Without re- 
vealing the truth to Rarbelliou, he told me 
_^that he Avas a doomed man, in the grip of a 
horrible and obseiuo.disease of which I had 
never heard. Disseminated sclertisis was 
Ahc name which the specialist gave to it ; 
mid its effect, produced apparently by a 
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mifi'()l)e that attacks certain cells of the 
spinal cord, is to destroy in the coui’se of 

a tew ^-ars or in some cases many ycai-s 

— every function of the body, killing its 
victim hy degrees in^a slow, ruthless process 
of disintegration. 

The specialist was sifi’ongly of the opinion 
that the truth should not be told my brother. 
“ If we do so,” he said, “ we shall assuredly 
kick hyn down the hill far more quickly tlian 
he will travel if we keep him hopeful by 
treating the symptoms from time to time as 
they arise.” Harbellion, then, was told he 
was not “ up to standard,” that he had been 
working l.oo hard, was in need of a prolonged 
rest, and irould be restored to health only 
hy means of a long course of careful and 
regular treatment, 'i'hc fact di.sposes of the 
criticism of a few unfriendly reviewers who, 
without reading the Jmirnal closely enough 
to disarm their indignation, accused Barbel- 
lion of a .seltish and de^p-reutile act in getting 
married when he knew himself to be dying 
from an incurable malady. Whether I was 
right or wrong in accepting the medical man’s 
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advice, I do not rejjret the course 1^ topk. 
.Harl)c]lion. in a niuinent of* overwhelming 
despair at the trage<ly of his life, fmd the 
ealaniity it liad brought upon his wife and 
child, afterwards cried mit in protest against 
my deception-- ])ased as it was on expert 
judgment, and insjiirell solely by an affeetion- 
ate desire to shield him Irom acute ilislress 
in the remaining ptaiojl of his life alter I 
had been lolil I hat he might live fi\;c. ten, 
filteen years longtrr. ^'et, reviewing all the 
cire\nnslanees, 1 realise that I e«)nld have 
eonie to no other decision tn’cn if I might 
have foreseen all that was to (blU»w. I^et it be 
clearly umlerstood that the devoted woman to 
whom he became engaged was at once made 
aware of his actual condition, sind after eon- 
sultation with her family and an interview 
with the doctor, who felt her under no mis- 
a]>preiiension as to the facts, she calmly and 
courageously chose to link her fate with that 
of Jiarbellion. liVN\' by a curious and 
dramatic accident Harl)cllion shortly after his 
marriage discovered the truth about himself, 
and kept it for a lime from his wife in the 
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beljpf ^hiit she did iiol know, is related witii 
unconseions patlios in the Journal. 

BarljM^Iion was married in Scptcinhcr, 
101. '3. In .Inly, 1017, he wsis eompellcd to 
resign liis a]>|)ointim;nt at the South Ken- 
sington JMiiseiiin. His lile eanie to an end 
on Oetolier 1010* in the c|uaiiit old 
country cottage at (ierrard’s Cross, Hiicking- 
hainshire, wljcrc Tor many months he had 
lain lil^e a wr;iiLh, tenderly ministered to 
in his utter weakness hy those who loved 
him. H is age was tliirly one. lie was glad 
to die. “ Lile,” to use a phrase he was forui 
ol' repeating, *• pursued him like a liiry ” to 
the end ; ljut as he lingta'cd on, weary and 
helpless, he was increasingly liaunLc<l hy the 
tear of lurconiing a grave hurden to liis 
family. 'I’hc puhlieation of Ww. Journal and 
the syinpalhetic reception it m<^t with from 
the press and public were sources t)f profound 
comfort to his restless soul, yearning as he 
had yearned from chih|l’..>od to find friendly 
listeners to the beating of his heart, fiercely 
panting for a large-hearted response to 
his self-reve.‘iling. hall-wistful, half-defiant 
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jippcal to the c^oniprdicnsioii o( all hui/ruiKity. 

“ The kindness almost everybody hjis shown 
the J<ntrnal^ and the fact liuit srt many 
l)avc understood its menninjj;’,” he said to 
me shortly before he^died, “ have entirely 
ehantfed my outlook. .My horizon has 
eleanal, my tliou<dit?l are tinj^cd with sweet- 
ness, and I am ( ontent.” Earlier than this 
he had written: During the past twelve 
months I ha\e uiuha-ovaie an iij)licaval/and 
the whole bias of my life has ^‘one aeross 
from the intellectual to the ethical. I know 
that (Joodness is the chief thini^." 

lie did not ac(*omplish a tithe of what he 
had planned to do, but in the extent and 
character of his onl|)iit he a(‘hieved by sheer 
force of will-power, snj)porled hy a!i in- 
vineihh* amhition and an incessant iiitel- 
leclnal industry that lan^lu'd his ill-hcalth 
in the face, more than seemed possible to 
those of us ^vho knew the iiaLnre of the 
dis(»rder against '■'^v*Jiic*h he fouf^ht with 
undyinty eoura^n; every day of his life. 
It is scarcely snrprisinir that there have 
l)een diverse estimul«^s of his character and 
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rapacities, some wise and penel rating, many 
utiperf<^ct and wide of the mark. It is not 
for me to try to do more than correct a few 
crmle or glaringly false impressions of the 
kind of man Barbelnon was. Olliers must 
judge of the ((uality of his genius and of his 
place in life and liti'ivituns But I can 
speak of Barhellion .as the man I knew him 
to he. He was not the egotist, jmre and 
simpk®! iijikcil and complete, that he some- 
times accused himself of being and is 
sujiposcd by numerous critics and readers 
of the Jonnial to have been. 

1 1 is portrait of himself was neither con- 
summate nor, as Mr. Shanks W'cll sa 3 's, 
“immutable.” “In the nude,” declared 
Harbellion, more than once, with an air of 
blunt finality. Ves, but only as be imagined 
himself to look in the nude. 

He was forever peering at himself from 
changing angles, and he never quite 
sure that the point of view of the mriment 
was the true one. Incontinently curious 
about himself, he was never certain about 
the real Barhellion, One day be was “ so 
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much sjwx'inlised protoplasm anotli/er day 
lie was Alexander with the worlc^. at his 
feet ; and then he was a lonely boy''pining 
for a few intimate friends. His sensations 
at once puz/.lcd and fas't'inatcd him. 

“I imi iippaiiMitlv [lic^s)ii(l| a Iriplt; |K!rsomilitv : 
(1) 'I'lif voiilli ; (^!ij Hie foul-iiiouHicd 

eiuiinuTihitor and critic; (H) tlic real luit uii 
known I.” 

iMany times he tried thus to dof^cet his 
manifold personality in distinguishable de- 
partments. It was a hopeless task. “Re- 
spectability ” was the last word to apply to 
him. Fonl-moutlicd he never was, unless a 
man is foiil-moulhcd who calls a thing by its 
true name and will not cover it with a sham 
or a substitute. In his talks with me he 
was as “ abandoned ” in his frankness as in 
the Journu! ; and the longer I knew him the 
more 1 admired the boldness of his vision ; 
the unimpeaeh<ib.le honesty and therefore 
the essential purity of his mind. 

His habit of self-introspection and his 
mordant descriptions of his countless symp- 
toms w'ere*not the “inward notes” or the 
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weak outpourings of a hypochondriac;. His 
whole \bearing and his attitude to life in 
general were (piite uncharacterislie of the 
hypochondriac as that type of person is 
commonly depicted!- and understood. It 
should be remembered that his symptoms 
were real symptoms and as depressing as 
they were painful, and his disease a terribly 
real disease which allectcd from the be- 
gimiiilg almost every organ of his body. 
Though he was rarely miseraldc he had 
something to be miserable about, and the 
accepted definition of a hypoeliondriac is 
that of one whose morbid state of mind is 
produced by a constitutional melancholy for 
which there is no p:ilpable cause. He 
scarcely ever spoke of his dyspepsia, his 
muscular tremors, his palpitations of the 
heart, and all the other physical disturbances 
which beset him from day to day, except 
with a certain wry humour : and while it is 
true that he would discuss his condition 
with the air of an enthusiastic anatomist 
who had just been contemplating some 
unusually interesting corpus vile, he talked 
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of it only when directly (luestioned 
or to explain why a piece of work he 
was anxious to finish liad been interrupted 
or delayed. lie had a kind of disgust for 
his own emaciated appearance, arising, not 
iinprohahl}'. from his arslhclie admiration 
for the human form lii its liighest develop- 
ment. On one occasion, when we were 
spending a (juiet holiday together at a little 
Hreton fishing village, I had some difl‘iculty 
in jjcrsuading him to bathe in the sea on 
account of his obicction to exposing his 
figure to the view ol’ passers-by. The only 
thing that might be ct)nsidered in the least 
morbid in his ])oint of view with regard to 
his he:dth was a fixed and absolutely 
erroneous belief th;it his weakness was 
hereditary. His p:irents w’ere both over 
sixty when they die«l from illnesses each of 
which had .‘i definitely traceable cause. 
Though the othc*’ nienibei>i of the family 
enjoyed cxecption.ally good health, he con- 
tinued to the l.'ist to suspect that we were 
all ))hysieally decadent, and nothing could 
shake his conviction that my particular 
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coi^pbiint was heart disease, regardless of 
the fa^'L rrecjiiently poirited out to him 
tliat IVi the Army I liad been passed Al 
Avitli monoLonous regularity. 

Mr. W'ells lias rvlerred lo him as “an 
ogotistieal young naturalist": in the same 
allusion, howarver, he VeiL(‘rated the runda- 
menial Inilh that ••we are all egotists 
wilhiii ih(‘ limits of our power of i^xjires- 
sioTi?^ Harl)(‘llion was intt*nsc‘ly inlerested 
in hims(‘lf, hni he was also intensely in- 
ter(vste<l in other people. I Ic had not that 
egolislieal iinaginalion ol‘ the puiely self- 
cenlrt'd man which looks inwanl all the 
time iH-eause nothing onlside llui ])rovinee 
of his own seir*-e(»nseionsness eoneerns him. 
lie had x\\\ alfjcrihc interest in himself, an 
onteoine of the peeiiliar faenlty which he 
divulged in llie lirsL of the two letters 
alrc'ady (|noied of looking at human beings, 
even his own mother, ohjeetively. lie 
described and explair.^d iiimsclf so persisL- 
ently and so thoroughly heeause he had an 
obviously better <ipj)ortunity of sludying ^ 
himself witli nice precision and attentive 
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care Uiaii Ik; liad Idr the study of/ other 
people. lie re/^arded hiinscir quitcf openly 
and (piite naturally as a liuniaii specimen 
tu he cxainiued, classilicd, and dissected, 
and he <lid his Avork with the detailed 
skill and the truthful approach of a 
scientific invi.sti^fator. 'I'he “limits of his 
power of expression ” hein^ far heyond 
those of the avera<fe man. he was able to 
^ive a picture of himself that li\*os on 
aeeount of its simple and daring candour. 
He is not afraid to he frank in ^^iving 
expression to a iJioujjfht nua-cly heeause it 
may he an unphsisiint or a selfish thought. 
If a shadowy douht .assails him, or an outre. 
eriiicism presents itself ahoul a heloved 
friend, he .sets it down ; if he feels a sensuous 
joy in halhiiiir in the sea and loves to look 
upon his " pink skin,” or derives a catlike 
satisfaction from rolling' a cigarette between 
his fin/jfcrs ; if he thinks he sees a meanness 
in his own heart, orYatehes himself out in 
some questionahh.’ or unworthy ])ieec of 
conduct, however tri\ia1, the diary receives 
its faithful record. The dissimilarity between 
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Barb(‘Uioii and oilier persons is that, wliile 
those ^ us who have not been blessed or 
eurscu ■with the teinpcranient of an ox 
fref|iieiitly cxjierienee these queer spon- 
taneous promptings about coniinon tilings 
and about ourselves amj our fcllow-ereatures 
that eome \vc know not how or why, so far 
I’rom dra^;^iniif the half-tbnned thouj^ht into 
the liifht of open eonfession and giving it 
ileliiiiTAt shape, we avert our gaze as from 
an evil thing, or return to it in secret and 
stealth. It is seaiafoly possible, one imagines, 
to read Barbellion honestly without realis- 
ing that he says in plain, Ibreeful language 
what the rest of us often think but have not 
the nerve to say aloud either to others or to 
ourselves. 

liesolute courage Avas the regnant quality 
of Barbellion's ebaracler. 'Fliere was no 
issue he Avas afraid to face. The more it 
frightened him the more grimly he held on. 
Inelfueeable eui-iosity and the force of his 
will Avere a formidable combination. He 
.saAV everything in focus, with clear and 
steady eye. Jie penetrated the ^leart of a 
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book with inu’rrin^ iiistinot, sis Ral/ac tpre 
out the scerc-t of :i womuu's Iiciirt (\\, was 
h<»j)di'ss to jiLtniipt to deerive liim '<\'itl> a 
sophistry' or a plalitiulo. His sense of 
justice ■was deej) aiuU strong. ^Vhi^e he 
loved disputation for its own sake, no form 
of mental recreation making a stronger 
appeal to his vivid intelligence than a set 
battle in dialectics, he rarely missed the 
essential argiiiiient, which he eoiikuo'iily 
bandied with solid mastery and generally 
with a wealth of eonvineing illustrations. 
He was a captivating companion; easy, 
humorous, and suggestive in his talk over a 
yvide range of siibjeels, and kiioniiig some- 
thing neyv or pi(|uaut about every bramble 
bush, every bird, every beetle that ho 
passed or that Hilled or cr(‘pt across his 
p.ath. Anyone hss like .a self- tormentor, 
a iiittladc a man with a lau*rh 

on the woHig side of his mouth eould not 
be imagiueil. It ^^ould be using a weak 
expression to say tluit he was cheerful. 
He yvas so acutely alive to the imperious 
charm of the world in which he lived that 
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a fit of depression, caused usually by some 
obstin^, symptom of ill-health, which 
foiled his ])lans and fretted his tcmj)er, 
would melt away at a toueh. 'Fhe cry of a 
peewit, a jrleam of siinshine on the hill, a 
phrase from a Heethov^-n Symphony, a line 
out of Kraneis 'I'hompson (whose jror^eotis 
vers(f inflamed his senses to a while heat 
of cnjoymeiil). or a warm note of hinnaii 
sympsTSty, would transform him at once into 
another hein^. He yearned for the fellow- 
ship of sympathy, anil rejoiced exceedingly 
when he seemed to find it. lie had 
a real eapaiuty for iViirndship, and his 
aflections, when once they were en^ajred, 
were deep and al)i<iin^ ; but he could be 
imj>ishly provoking to an acipiaintance, and 
he snllered fools without p;lailness or much 
self-restraint. His jud<rments of men and 
women whom he met casually or infre(|iiently 
were not to be relied upon. He was as 
impulsive as a woman oi Barcelona, and the 
life-history of some harmless ereature newly 
introduced would be created promptly on 
such inadequate data as a ibrtuitqus remark. 
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an odd gesture, or a sweating 
nature, I believe, is less readily to be 
explained by liis so-ealled egotism than by 
his sjiperscnsi liveness to the world about him 
and the beings in it. 'He bathed in the sea 
ol'lil'e in a ])erpetual, ecstasy, and sometimes 
il was an eeslasy of pain that made him call 
out upon (h)d and all the gods, and the 
devils as well. One of the truest things 1 
have heard said about him was said the 
other day by an aeeomplishcd critic who 
had ne\er met him, but who had read his 
Journal with a seeing eye. “ It seems to 
me,” he remarked, *• that Barbellion w’as a 
man with a skin too few.” A wise saying 
to which Barbellion himself would have 
been the fii’st to give his appreciative 
assent. 

Nearly every writer who has tried to form 
ill! estimate of my brother’s potentialities 
luis discussed the question whether he would 
have deserted the science of /oology, his 
first consuming love, for the bwader paths of 
literature. Now' tliat he is dead it must 
appear to be a fruillcss speeulr.tion. But it 
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is not 

convi^^d that he would not have reiiiaiued 
at South KcMisin^ton loiiuer than was 
iiecessaiy to provide him with bread and 
biiLLer. He was that comparaLively rare 
combination -a man oijscionec, and a man of 
letters. He was in love witlj life as soon as 
he was in love with science, and the lift! of 
man ins])ired his imagination more than the 
lives ^f the animals it was his business to 
know about. Ilis seientific zeal was aroused 
in “ an extraordinary new form of bird 
parasite brought hack by the New (iiiinea 
Expedition, ’ as much betrause it w:is a new 
form of life as because it appealed to 
the enthusiasm of the trained zoologist. 
Years before he was Hlltrd with sickening 
disappointment by the di-udgcry of his 
labours and the narrow limitations imposed 
upon him in a department of Natural 
History that he cared for least, he was (ron- 
templating large literary schemes, some of 
whieh he unfolded to me with an infectious 
ardour of hope and determination. He 
planned in tt\,ese years a novel^thujt was to be 


perhaps without interest. I am 
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of inmicnse length, with something ol* the 
scope of the ('onnhUe Ihnnnhic, ancf 9>Ncrics 
of logically clevelo])C(l treatises on the lines 
of his essay, “ 'I'he Passion for Perpetua- 
tion,” which in his ow^i words were to be his 
mnffninii npvs. Ui^ hopes, high and un- 
<]uenehahlc as they always appeared to be, 
were (nit short by his lingering illness .nnd 
his early death, 'riiere remain only a few 
doenmenlary fragments that testify 'to the 
boldness of his intentions. His one pub- 
lished attempt at a short story, “ ITow 
'roin Snored,” is in my opinion ipiitc 
unworthy of his abilities. It is impossible to 
say in what direction his nndonbled literary 
powers w'ould have found their true outlet. 
It is certain that if he had lived in the full 
enjoyment of normal health the Journal in 
its present outward form or as a narrative of 
his career and an unreserved record of his 
pei>ional rellections would never have been 
published. It is ecpially certain that months 
before he resigned his appointment on the 
staff of the South Kensington Museum he 
was weaiy„of jiis w'ork there, wid the bias of 
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his«mind was luriiin^ rapidly IVniii ll>e cause 
of b^Io^iral scicjiec towards llic iuinuinities. 
His restless spirit demanded a Avider range 
of expression, iinlianipcred l)y the many 
exasperating fiitililias of his jjrofessiunal 
labours. But his pub^jslied work is perhaps 
all the more valuable on account of his 
exerlious in the liiboraloiy. because even 
when he ‘•meddles’’ in his fanlastic and 
com|!t-lling way “with Ihings lh;it are l(io 
high I’or iric, not as ;i reerealion hut as a 
result of intense intellectual discomfort” 
even at these luomcnts, when he j)lunges 
with impetuous gusto into the infinities of 
time and s])acc ami (hul. there is a certain 
sanity of statcnienl, a suggestion of strength 
in reservt^, a studied self-control in the 
handling of his theme tliat his scientific 
habit of mind makes jiossibleand emphasises. 
This instinctive restraint can lx; discovered 
again and again in vehement passages that 
at a glance seem to bear the mark of reckless 
extravagance. 

A Last. Diarjf is the last of Barbell ion 
as n writer. .For those of us^whp knew and 
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loved him us u boy and as a man ,ihc 
memory of liis masterful personality— his 
courage, his wit, his magnetism, his pride 
of intellect and his modesty withal, his 
aillietions, his aflectiojiate tenderness — will 
endure without ceasing. As the most 
modern t)f the journal-writers he addresses 
to the public a dauntless message, the value 
and signiiieance of which time alone can 
measure. Like all men t)f ahnormaKr;erisi- 
hility he sullercal deeply; hut if he suffered 
deeply he enjoyed also his moments of 
exquisite happiness. lie lived fast, lie 
was for ever hounding forward in an un- 
tameahle elfort to grasp the unknown and 
unknowable. Fate struck him blow upon 
blow, hut though his he:id was olleu bloody 
it remained unbowed. Mr. Wells says the 
story of his life is a “recorded nnhappiness.” 
1 prefer to think of it Jis a sovereign 
challenge. 

A. .1. CUMMINGS. 
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A LASr DIARY 

1918 

* 

March 2l.v/, 1018. Misery is proteiui in 
its sliapes. for nil are iiuleseribalih?. I am 
tongue-tied. Kolk eoine and see me and 
eoiioliiile it’s not so bad alter all — _jnsL as 
civilians tour the front and suppose (bey 
bavt^ seen Avar on account of a soldier Avith 
a broken bead or an arm in a slin<>'. Otbers 
are getting used tti me, tbougb I am not 
getting used to myself. 

Honest Britisb jurymen Avould say 
“Temporarily insane ’ if I bad a ebalK^e of 
sboAA’ing my metal. I Avisb I could lapse 
into permanent in.sanity — ’tAA'ould be a 
relief to let go control and slide aAvay doAvn, 
doAAm. Wliieli is tbe fartbest star ? 1 

AA'ould get aAvay there and sUu't afresb, blot 
out all memory of this world and its doings. 
Here, eA'cn^tbe birds and ^ fltyvcrs seem 
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soiled. It makes me impatient to see thpm 
— tliey arc indillerent, they do not k/ow. 
I'liose that do not know are pathetic, and 
those knowitig a)‘e miserable. It is ghostly 
to live in a house with, a little child at the 
best ol‘ times — now si.^ the worst of times a 
child’s innocence haunts me always. 

yfurch 'liith, 11)18. — I shall not easily 
forget yesterday (Sunday). It was just like 
Mous Suiulay. 'I’he spring shambles began 
on 'J'liursday in brilliant summer weather. 
Yesterday also was fine, the sky cloudless, 
very warm with scarcely a breeze. Tliey 
wheeled me into the g;irden for an hour: 
primro.ses, violets, bultcrtlies, bees ; the 
song of the challinches and thrushes — other- 
wise silence. With the new.spaper on my 
knee, the beauty of the day was oppressive. 

I ts unusuulncss at this time of year .seemed 
of evil import. Folk shake their heads, and 
they say in the village there is to be an 
earthquake on account of the heat. In rural 
districts simple souls believe it is the end of 
the world comipg upon ns. 
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such timcsFas llicsc my isolsilioii here 
is a^onisiiiff. I write the word, hut itself 
alone conveys little. 1 spend hours by 
myself unable to talk or write, but only to 
tliink. The war ucv« has barely crossed my 
lips once, not even tA the bedpost - in i'act, 
I ha\'e Ti«) bedj)ost. ^Viul the e.‘it aiul 
canary :ind bal)y Avoiild not understand. It 
is h.'ird even to look them in the face 
wilhoul shanu‘. All the while I hear the 
repeated “ klintf " in my ears as the wheel 
of iny destiny conies full circle —not once 
but a hundred superfluous times. When 
am I goin^ to die ? This is a death in life. 

1 intended ne\er to Avrite in Ibis diary 
again. Hut the relief it affords could not 
be refused any longer. I Avas surprised to 
find I could scribble at all legibly. V'^et it 
is tiring. 

March 2(5///, 1918. — In reply to a query 
from me if there AA'cre any fresh iieAvs in the 
village this niternoon. my mothcr-iii-laAV 
thus (an obiter diclum, AA'hile dandling 
the babe) :• “ No, not good* n»vs anyway. 
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Still, when there's a thorough assault, 
bound to lose sonic. . . , Dancy, dtmcy, 
poppity pin,” elc. 

Ihit we are all moles, in cilies as in villages, 
burrowing blindly into the future. These 
enormous prospects tniiiscend vision ; we just 
go oiiandgoon - -following instinct, nursing 
babies, and killing our enemies. How un- 
speakably sorrowful the whole Avorld is 1 
Poor men, killing c.aeh oilier. Murder, say, 
of a rival in love, is comparatively a hallowed 
thing because of the personal passion. 
Liberty? Preedoin ? These are things of 
the spirit. Kiery man is free if he will. 
Vet who is going to lend an ear to the words 
of a elaiistrale<i jiaralylie ? 1 expect I’m 

wrong, and \ am jiast hammering out what 
is right. I must aiaestlictise thought and 
accept without eoniment. My mind is in an 
agony of muddle, not only about this world 
but the next. 
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Mtijl 2f>///. 1018.— -'Phis journal in part is 
bcinij ]>ni)lis1i(.‘(l in Soptcinbor (D.V. ). In 
tlic lonipfst oT nii.\<*ry of the past three 
weeks. Ibis laet at ol<l intervals lias shone 
out like a bar of stormy white light. By 
September 1 aniieipatea elimax as a set-olF 
to the aifbiexement of my book. Perhaps, 
like .Semeic, 1 shall perish in the lightning 1 
long for ! 

My dear K. has hail a nervous breakdown 
— her despairing words haunt me. Poor, 
poor <lear-- 1 cannot go on. 

June Iv/, I JUS. — A fever of impaticnee 
and anxiely over the hook. 1 am LerriHed 
Jest it miscarry. I woinler if it is being 
printed in lamdon i A bomb on the 
printing works ? 

When it is out and in my hands I shall 
belie\e. I have been out in a beautiful 
lane where I saAV a white horse, led by a 
village child ; in a Held a sunburnt labourer 
with a black wide-briimnfd jiat lifted it. 
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smiling fit me. He seemed liappy and 1 
smiled too. 

.tV-in immensely relievetl tliat E. is better. 
I cannot, vunuot endure the prospect of 
breaking her life and lieallh. Dear M'oman, 
how I love you ! t 

Kegard those entries as st) many weals 
under the lash. 

Junctird, UHS.— W'hcn it is still scalding, 
grief cannot be ttmohod. lint now alter 
twenty-five days, I look back oti those 
dreadful pictures and crave lo tell the story, 
ft would be terrible. ... I scorn .such 
self-indidgence, for the grief was not mine 
alone, nor chieHy, and I cannot desecrate 
hers. 

The extraordinary thing is that all this 
has no ell'ect on me. I’lie heart still goes 
on heating. 1 am not shrivelled. 

June 15///, lUIS.- I get tired of these 
inferior people drawn together to look after 
me and my household. If, as to-day, I 
utter a witticism, they hastily slur it over 
so as to rcsijine^ the more quickly the flap- 
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flap iTioiiotoiic of dull jrossip. I had a 
suspicion once that niy fun was at fault. I 
was ill and pcriutps had soitcniiiff of the 
brain and delusions. So 1 made an experi- 
ment ; I foisted oft’ a‘v my own some of the 
ai-knowled^o<l master-strokes of Samuel 
Foote and Oscar Wilde, but with the same 
result. So I breatlicd again. 

However, I except the ohl village woman 
come in to nurse me while F. is away. She 
is a deal*, t:ilks little and laughs a lot, is 
mousy (juiet if I wish, has lost a son in the 
war, has another an elcmcntary-school master 
who teaches siricnces — ‘‘a line scientist.” 
She keeps on feeling my feet and says, 
“ 'riiey’re hirhf w.*irin,” «)r else is horrified 
because they arc cold. J^enelope she calls 
“little miss” (I like this), and attempts 
to caress her with, ** Well, my little pet.” 
Rut 1*. is a ruthless imp and screams at 
her. 

I sat up in my cliair to tea yesterday. It 
w*as all very quiet, and two mice crept out 
of their holes and audiiciously ate Mic crumbs 
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tlwit (dl from my plate. It is a very old 
coltaffc. In the ivy outside a nest of young 
starlings keep up a elainonr. The Doetor 
has just been (three days since) and says 
I may live for Ihir+y years. I trust and 
believe he is a damned liar. 

The prospect of gctliiig the })roofs makes 
me liorrihly restless, 'i'he proh;ihility of an 
air raid d<‘pr(^sses me, as I am certain the 
bombs will rain on the piinlers. Oh ! do 
hurry up ! These prools are getting on my 
mind. 


Mamoxant Fate 

June H;///, 1018. -1111 damnetl ; my ma- 
lignant fate has not forsaken me ; after the 
agreement on eaeii side h;is been signed, and 
the hook partly si;l up in type, the publishers 
ask to be relieved of their undertaking. 
The I'aet is, the reader who atreepted the 
MS. has been combed out, and his work 
continued by a member of the lirm, a godly 
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man, afraid of the injury to the ilnn’s reputa- 
tion as publishers of sehool -books and bibles ! 
H. G. Wells, who is writing an Introduetiou, 
will be amused ! At the best, it means 
an exasperating delay till another publisher 
is found. 

June 17//f, I!) 18. K. eomes home on 

'rhursday. 

A robin sits warming her eggs in a mossy 
hole ill the woodshed. A little fiieee of her 
russet breast just shows, her bill lies like 
a little dart over the rim of the nest, and 
her beady eyes gleam in a fury at the little 
old nurse in her white bonnet and apron 
who stands about a yard away, bending 
down with hands on her knees, looking in 
and laughing till the tears nin down her 
face : “ J’oor little body, poor little body — 
she’s got one egg up on her back.” They 
were a pretty duet. She is Flaubert’s 
“ CoDur simple.” 

July l.v/, 11)18. — Turning out my desk I 
found the other day : 
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Wkst Fiiamhes Aye., 

" CoiA-Miirs, Ohio. 

September "M)lh^ 191.5. 

“Mr. Britck Ci’MMiNr.s, Enih-and. 

*• Dkau Sir. 

“ I wondor it‘ you will pardon iiiy 
impertinence in writing to you. Yon see I 
haven’t even your address ; I am doing this 
in a vsigiie way, but I wanted to tell you 
how mueh I a]>preeiatcd your “ Oying for 
the Moon” winch 1 read in the April 
t'onuH. ^'’ou have expressed for me, at 
least, most completely the insatiable thirst 
for knowledge. I e:m’t live enough in the 
short time allotted to me, but I’ve seldom 
found anyone so eager, so desirous as you to 
secure all that this world has to oft'er in the 
way of knowledge. My undergraduate 
work was done at Ohio State lJuivemty. 
Then for two years following 1 was a Fellow 
in Fiiigiish at the same school, and at 
present 1 am here ns a laboratory assistant 
in psychology. Always 1 am taking as 
much work a; possible to secure as varied 
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a knowledge as possible. 1 am working 
lunv for niy doctor’s tlcgrcc ; I have my 
master’s. 

“ I liavc h;id the idea of trying 0!ily so 
much ; 1 can't get away from the (Treek 
idea of Nemesis, but ^our urlielc gave me 
the suggestion tliat one should try every- 
thing; better tc* l)e scorched than not to 
know anything about everything. And so 
this year T am trying to lead a fuller life. 
The article has inspired and helped me 
to {ittain a clearer vision of the meaning 
of Life. j\s one of your readers, allow me 
to thank you for the splendid tre.at you gsive 
us. Pardon please this long rncs.sage. 

“ Respectfully, 

“(jM[ss) Vkkoxa MA(’noi.j,iN«i:n.” 

On its receipt, I was slightly flattered but 
chiefly scornful. 1 know the essay deserved 

better criticism. Rut now, 1 am touched 

beggars can’t be choosers — and grateful. 
Dear Miss Verona Macdollinger ! thank you 
so much for yo\ir sympathy, apd your tnily 
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wonderful name. Perhaps you are married 
now and have lost it- — perhaps there is a 
baby N'croiia. Perhaps ... 1 don’t know, 
but 1 am curious about you. 

Pour VVkkk(' ok IIappixess 

Aiiffmt 71h, 1918. — In the cottage alone 
with E. and nurse. Four weeks of ha])pi- 
ness -with tlie obvious reservation. I am 
in love witli my wfe! Oh! dear woman, 
what agony ol‘ mind, and what happiness 
you give me. 'I'o think of you alone 
.struggling against the world, and you are 
not strong, you want a jn-oteetor, some- 
one's strong arm. Rut we are happy, 
these few weeks --l record it because it’s so 
strange. I am deeply iii love and long to 
have something so as to sacritiee it all 
with a passion, with a vehemence of self- 
abnegation. 

August l.i///, 1918. — The Bishops are very 
prcocupicd just now in justifying the ways 
of God to man. J pre.sume it an even 
harder ta^k fo justify the ways of man 
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to God. Why docs not (lod stop the war ? 
tlic people are asking — so the Bishops eoin- 
j)lain. But why did man make it ? Man 
made the war and know his reasons. 
God made t lie world, bi^ He keeps His own 
eounscl. ^'eL if man, \'Cho aspires to good- 
ness and truth, ean sincerely justify the 
war. 1 am willing to believe this is my 
faith — that God can justify the world, its 
]>ain and suilering and death. W'e made the 
war and must assume responsibility. 

^'et why is not the world instantaneously 
rcdeemetl by a few words of reproach coming 
from a da//!ing tigure in the Heavens, 
rexeided unmistakably at the same instant 
to every man, woman, and child in the 
world ? by not a sign I'rom Heaven ? 

Scjdniihcr l.v/, 1 tilts. I*’,ighteen months 
ago I rt'fused to take any more rat jioison, 
with Ibod .so dear, and 1 refused to have 
any more truck with doctors. I in.sisL on 
being left alone, this groles([uc disease and 
I. Meanwhile I must elaborately observe 
it getting n oi’sc by inches, l^ut J scoff at 
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it. It’s so damned ridiculous, and I only 
give ground obstinately, I'or I have two 
supreme objects in life w’hich 1 have not yet 
achieved, tho’ 1 am Itiear, oh ! so very near 
tlie victory. ’Plie days creep past slirouded 
in disappointiTJcnt ; still t cling to my spar — 
if not to-day, why then to-morrow, pcrliaps, 
and if not to-morrow it won't be so bad-- 
iiot so very bad because The Timea JJfcrta-if 
Suppleuu'iit comes then ; that lasts for two 
djiys, and then the Xiiliou. ... JMy 
thoughts move about my languid brain like 
caterpillars on a ravaged tree. All the 
while I am getting worse - and they are all so 
slow: if they don’t hurry it will be too late 
■ —oh ! make haste. Rut I must w\‘nt, and 
the caterpillsirs must crawd. They are 
“ liooper ” caterpillars, I think, which span 
little spaces. 

A Si’LKXDin DrKaVM 

September 2iid, 1918. It was a bi-illiantly 
fine day to-day, with the great avenue of 
blue sky and sunlight tliro’ groups of clouds 
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on each side. T rolled along a very 
niagnilieent way bordered by tall silvered 
brae!v(‘M and found jtwo tall hedges. It 
irked me lo remain* on the hard road 
betwi'on I hose two hi^h hedges lending me 
olKiVom little groups of desirable birch-trees 
in the w«u>dlands on each side. Suddenly I 
sprang Irom my chair, upset it, dumbfoimded 
tlu‘ nurse, and disa]>peared thro' the hedge 
into th(‘ woods. I went straight up to the 
birches and I hey whispcaad Joyously : ‘"Oh ! 
lie's come back to us." 1 pressed my lips 
againsl their smooth, virginal cheeks. I 
Hung myself down on the groimil and 
l>assi{nialcly s(jiicczed the cool soft leaf- 
niould as a man presses a womans breasts. 

1 scrapetl away llie surface halves and, bend- 
ing iK)wn, drew in the intoxicating smell of 
the earth's naked llesh. ... It was a 
splendid dream, lint 1 wonder if 1 cuuUl 
i!o it if ahsent-inindedly 1 forgot myself in 
an immense desire ! 


IKS'^SO 
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Scftlcmher .‘1/y/, 11)18. — I’assed by the 
birches ap[:iin to-day. riieiv leaves rustled 
as 1 approached, tly'illiu|r me like the 
liqueiaetion ulMulia’s i'lothes. Rut 1 shook 
my head and wcnl^ by. Instantly they 
ceased to iliilter, and no doubt turned to 
address themselves to prettier and more 
responsive yoiiny; men who will pass along 
that road in the ycais to come. 

September Mh, HU 8. -Still no news. I 
have to reinforce all the strength of my soul 
to be able to sit and wait day by day, im- 
potent and idle and alone. . . . 


Goodnkss tiik CiiiKK Tnix<j 

September 1th, IIH8. — During the past 
twelve months I have undergone an up- 
heaval, and the whole bias of my life has gone 
across from the intellectual to the ethical. 
1 know that (loodness is the chief thing. 
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TnA'K’UiNi; : V\ Kodak Viiai 

Scjiteniher 24///, IIWS. Two brown men 
on a yellow round rit'k, tliuLeliing ; in the 
background, a row of green elms ; above, 
a windhover poised in mid-air ; perpendieii- 
lar silver strcjiks of rain ; bright sunlight, 
and a rainbow eiuareling all. It was as 
sim])le as a iliagram. One could have cut 
out the pieliirc with a ])air of scissors. I 
looked with a cold dctachetl eye, for all the 
world as if the (hatchers had no ht.'llies nor 
immortal .souls, as if the ti’ces were timber 
and not vibrant vegetable life ; I forgot 
that the motionle.ss Avindhover contained a 
woixlerful and complex anatomy, rapidly 
throbl)ing all the while, and tliat the sky 
was only a painted (veiling. 

Ihit tin's simplification of the universe 
AA'as such a relief. It was nice for once in a 
way not to be teased by its beauty or over- 
stimulated by its wonder. I merely received 
the picture like a photographic pl/lte. 
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Sepiciiihcr 1918.— Ssiw a long- tailed 

tit to-day. Exc^uisite little bird ! It was 
tlirce years since 1 saf/ one. 1 should like 
to show one to IliiMenburg, and watch 
theiii in juxtaposition. 1 wonder what 
woidd be their inutu:d clleet on each other. 
1 once dissected a “ spceinicn ” --(iod for- 
give me- but L didn't iind out anytliing. 


E.mii.y liUONTK 

ScpUmhcr 'HMh, 1918. — It was over ten 
years ago that I read U'liflirrhtji^ Heights. 
Have just read it again aloud to E., and am 
delighted and amaze*!. V\"hcn I came to 
the dreadfully moving p.assages of talk be- 
tween t'athy and IleaLheliir 

“‘Let me :ilone, let me alone,’ sobbed 
t'atherine. ‘If 1 have done wrong. I’m 
(lying for it. It is enough! You left me 
too! But I won’t upbraid you for it! 1 
forgive you ! Forgive me !’ 

“ ‘ It is* hard to forgive, and to look at 
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those eyes niul feel* those wasted hands,’ he 
answered. ‘ Kiss niAa^ain, and don't let me 
see your eyes! I forgive yon what yon 
have done to me. t love my murderer — 
but yonrs? Tlow ead 1 

I had to stop and burst out laughing, or I 
should have burst into tears. K. eame over 
and we read the rest of the ehapter together. 

1 ean Avell understand the remark of 
Cliarlotte, a little startle*! and propitiatory 
• that having created the book, Emily did 
not know what she had done. Slic was the 
last person to appreciate her own work. 

Emily was fascinated by the hcatuv j/ai.v 
of fierce male cruelty, and she herself once, 
in a furious rage, blinded her pet bulldog 
with blows from her clenched fist. Wuthn- 
iv^ Ilcifi'hls is a story of fiendish cruelty ;ind 
maniacal love passion. Its ju’eter natural 
power is the singular result of three factors 
in rarest combination — rare genius, rare 
moorland surroundings, and rare eharactei. 
One might almost write her down as Mrs. 
Nietzsche — her religious beliefs btiug a coin- 
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parjitively minor divergorice. However that 
may be, the younj» won^an who wrote in the 
poem " Prisoner ” that she didn’t care 
whetlicr she went to I.»caven or Hell so long 
as she was dead, is nuHit companion for the 
yrning ladies of a seminary. “ No coward 
soul is mine,” she tells us in another poem, 
with her fist held to our wincing nose. 1. 
for one, hclieve her. It would he idle to 
pretend to love Emily JJronli^ hut I venerate 
her most deeply. Even at this distance, I 
feel an iimnediate awe ol' her person. For 
her, nothing held any menace. She Avas 
adamant over her ailing flesh, defiant of 
death and the lightnings of her mortal 
anguish — and her name was Thunder! 

U.ASKOIA'lKOrr AXl) SoxiA 

(h'tnher Mh, 1918. — 'I'his evening, E. being 
awjiy in ^^’ales for a lew days, sat with 
Nurse, who with dramatic emphasis :md real 
understanding read to me in the firelight St. 
Matthevv’sMeemiut of the trial of .lesus. It 
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reminderl me, of course, of Raskolnikoflf and 
Sonia, in Crime and ynnishmcnl, reading the 
Rihlc togel-hcr, tlioiigh my incident was in a 
minor key. Nurse thhl me of the wrangle 
between Mr. P. and\ Miss R. over teach- 
ing the Sunday Seliotd (diildren all about 
hell. 

Oetofn’r 5l/i, 1018.- Some l,ondon ncu- 
rologisL h:is injected a sermu into a woman’s 
spine with beneficial rcsnlls, and as her 
disease is tlie same as mine, they wish me to 
try it too. I may be able to walk again, to 
write, etc., my life prohmged ! 

'Fiicy little know what they ask of me. 
Whatever the widow may have expressed, I 
doubt not .lesus received scant gratitude 
from the widow s son at Nain for his resur- 
rection — and I have been dead these eighteen 
months. Death is .sweet. All my past life 
is ashes, and the prospect of beginning anew 
leaves me stone cold. 'I'hey can never 
understand — 1 mean my relatives — what a 
typhoon I have come through, and just as I 
am crippling into port I haye :«o mind to 
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put to sea a^aiii ! I ani too tired now to 
shoulder tlie burden or Hope ajjain. This 
chance, had it been earljpr. Iiad been welcome, 
hut in this present inofd Lile scorns inoi’e of 
a menace than Dealhiever did. At tlie best 
it would be whininj^s anti pininf>s and tta rible 
regrets. And how could 1 endure to be 
w'atehiiig her struggles, :md, if liirther mis- 
fortune came, how could 1 meet her eyes ? 

In short, you sec, I funk it, yel 1 am sure 
the best thing for her would In; to wipe out 
this past, forget it and start fresh. Memory 
even of tliesc sad years W'oiihl lose its outline 
in course of time. My ])ily merely enervates; 
and syinpalhy takes on an almost cynical 
appearance where hel]) is needed. 

Xovemher ind. 1018. — 'Phe war news is 
fine ! Ft)r weeks past I have gained full 
possession of my .soul and lived in dignity 
and .serenity of spirit as never before. It 
has been a gradual process, but I am 
changed, a better man, calm, peaeefid, 
and, by .love! top dog. May God forgive 
me all nly i'ollies. My darling E., 1 
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know, is secretly! travelling along tJic 
same mournriil nja^ as T have travelled 
these many years, laiul am now arrived 
at the end of, and il must lend her all 
the strength I ean. ihit it is hard to tiy 
to undo what I have tloiie to her. Time 
is our idly, hut it moves so slowly. 

Xavemher Wrd to Xovewher 'HMh, ]!)18. — 
I’osterity will know more about these times 
than we do. Men arc now too preoeeupied 
to digest the volume ot‘ history in each day's 
newspjjper. 

On the T Ith my newspaper never came at 
all, and I endured purgatory. Heard the 
guns and bells and felt rather Aveepy. In 
the aCternoon Nurse Avhceled me as far as 
the I'^rcneh Horn, Avherc 1 borroAved a paper 
and sat out in the rain reading it. 

Some speeulatoi's have talked wildly about 
the pros 2 )eet of modern civilisation, in default 
of a League of Nations, lieetnning extinct. 
Modern civilisation ean never be extinguished 
by anything less than a secular cataclysm or 
a new lee Age. You canndt aAalogise the 
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IMiiioiin t;iviUsalioii whicli has clean vanished. 
'I’lie world now' is hiffgJe than Crete, and its 
history hciwrcforw'urd |v’ilt he a continuous 
development Avithoiit^ any such lacuna as 
tliat between AncicntiCJreece and our Kliza- 
bethans. Civilisation in its present form is 
ours to hold and to keep in perpetuity, for 
better, for worse. 'Fhere can be no mon- 
.stroiis dcfleetion in its evolution at this late 
period any more than we can hope to culti- 
vate the pineal ej'e on top of our heads — 
useful as it would be in these days of 
aeroplanes, liut the chance is gone — evolu- 
tion has swept past. Perhaps on some other 
]>lanel mortality may have had more luck. 
'Fhere are, perad\eiiturc, happy creatures 
somew'iiere in this great ijnivcr.se who 
generate their ow'n light like glow-worms, 
or can see in the dark like owls, or w'ho 
lun c wings like birds. Or there may be no 
mortality, only immortsility, no stomachs, 
no ’flu, no pills — siiid no kisses, which would 
be a pity ! Hut it’s no good w'e esirth- 
(Uvcllers repiniug now. 1 1 is too bite. Such 
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lliings can never b(< not in our time, any- 
how ! So far as T personally ain eonccrned, 
1 am just now very g'ad man is only bipedal. 
To be a eeuLipcde a.id have to lie in bed 
would be more than eVen 1 could bear. 

If the civilisations of iVneient Greece or 
Ancient Rome had permeated the whole 
world they would never have become ex- 
tinct. 

\Vc arc now entered on the kinglcss 
repuhlican era. 'I'he next struggle, in some 
ways more bitter and more protracted lhan 
this, will be between capital and labour. 
After that, the millennium of Mr. Wells 
and the Spiritistic age. Alter the aeroplane, 
i.he soul, h’ew yet realise what a trans- 
formation awaits the jiatient investigations 
of the psychical rcscarehei"s. We know next 
to nothing about the mind force and spirit 
workings of man. Hut there will be a tussle 
with hoary old materialists like Edward 
Clodd. 
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Tiik Oij) Ladv Shows hkk Coins 

Xnve/iifier 2nf/i, 1 ^) 18 .- -My old nurse 
lapses into bizarre inala])ropisrns. She is 
afraid the Society for the Proj)itf>nti(m of 
Cruelty to Animals will find fault with the 
way we house our hens; for boiling potatoes 
she prefers to use the camisole (casserole) ! 
She says Mr. Jia(lloiir, arminHtdnce, row 
Tripazx, and so on. Yesterday, in tlie long 
serenity of a dark winter’s night, with a view 
to arouse my interest in life, she went and 
brought some heirlotim treasures from the 
bottom of her massive trunk - some coins ot 
(ieorge 1. “ Of course, they’re all obsolutc 

now,” she said. “ What! absolutely obso- 
lute?” 1 en(|uired in surprise. The answer 
was in the informative. 

In spite of jihysieal dillieulties surround- 
ing me in a mesh-work, 1 have now unaided 
corrected my proofs in joyful triumph — an 
ecstatic co.ujueror up to the very end. 1 
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take my life in homdcopatliic doses now. I 
am tethered by but a single slender thread 
— curiosity to know vbat Air. Wells says in 
the Preface — a little piece of vanity that 
deserves to he flouted. ■ 

Xovemher 29///, 1918. — O all ye people 1 
the crowning irony of my life where is the 
sacred oil? — is my now c:ist-iron religious 
convictions shortly summarised as Loi'C 
and 1'nxrl/i.slincss. These, my moral code, 
have captured the approval, not only of my 
ethical hut my intellectual side as well. 
Undoubtedly, and dogmatically if you like, 
a man should be unscllish for the good of 
tlie soul and also to the credit of his 
intellect. To be selfish is to imprison in a 
tiny csige the glorious ego capable of pene- 
trating to the farthest confines of the uni- 
verse. As for love, it is an instinct and the 
earnest, like all beauty, physical as well as 
moral, of our future union into One. “ One 
loving heart sets another on fire.” — St. 
Augustine {Confessions), 
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December \.sf, 1018.-- iWliat I have always 
feared is coming to pafts love for my little 
daughter. Only aiiotht'r eoniirumicratiun 
string with life to be^eiit. 1 want to hear 
“ the tune of little tefct along the Hoor.” ( 
am filled with intoh;rahlc sadness at the 
thought of her. Oh! forgive me, forgive me I 


Tiik •‘ri’CGii.isr" 

December iird, 11)18. “ .M y word ! you do 

look a figure !" the old nurse exelai)ued to 
me to-day in the course of one of the 
periodical telanuses of all my muscles, when 
the whole body is contorted into a rigid 
tangle. " I shall iie\er make a puffgUist " 
(the w'ord is her own), I .said. 

I was rather impressed, though, for .she is 
one of those who, like Mr. Saddletree, I 
believe, in The Tlearl of MhUolhian, never 
notice anything. She would not notice if 
she came into my room, and I was standing 
on my head as stiff as a ferule. “ You may 
observe,” \ should say, “ I am standing 
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upside down — woulH you turn me round ?” 

W'ith pleasure," is her invariable reply to 
rcvvfi request 1 proller. 


\'u:’roUV AT ClIKlST.MAS 

December 1018. — It is strange to 

hear all this thunderous tread ot‘ vietory, 
peace, and Christmas rejoicings above 
ground, all inutilcd l)y the earth, yet quite 
audible. 'I’hey have not buried me deep 
enough. Here in this vault all is un- 
changed. It is bad for me, Ibr, as to-day, a 
faint tremor passes along my palsied limbs 
— a tremor of lust — lust of life, a desire to 
be up and mingling in the crowd, to he 
soaked up by it, to feel a sense of all man- 
kind flooding the heart, and strung mascu- 
line youth pulsing at the w^rists. I can 
think of nothing more cimobling than the 
sense of power, unity, and manhood that 
comes to one in a sea of humanity, all 
animated by the same motive*— td be sweep- 
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iiig folk oir tlicir led, sOid to be swept off 
one.si*lf; Lh;it is to be man, not merely Mr. 
Brown. 


/ 


D HAT 1 1 

Chr'iHimns 1918. — Surely, I muse, a 

man eannot i)e accounted .a failure who 
succeeds at last in calling in all bis idle 
desires and wandering motives, and Avitli 
utter rcstluluess concentratinrf his life on 
the benison of Death. I am happy to think 
that, like a pilot hard aport, Dcatli is rciidy 
at a signal to conduct me over this moaning 
bar to still deep waters. ,i\ftcr four years of 
war, life has grown cheap and ugly, and 
Death - how desirable and sweet! Vouth 
now is in love with Death, and many are 
heavy-hearteil because Death flouts their 
affeetion - the maimed, halt, and blind. 
JIow terrible if Life had no end ! 

With how splendid a zest the young 
men Hung t|>cinselvcs on Death — like 
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passionate lovers ! "IxV in:i^iii(iccnt slaughter 
— for indilTereiiec to Lite is the noblest form 
of unselHsliness, aiui unsellislmess is the 
hifjliest virtue. 

f 'id uro.s!/ur Dei eelaiil ul vivcrc diirenl, 
t'er^v esse muri. Liiiean, with Sir 'riiomas 
IJrowiie’s reiuleriny; : 

W i‘ IT ;il1 v.-iiiily schitIhm^^ \v:iys 

T<i niaki; us ]ia{i|iy by LIh* b-iijulli iil’days; 

I'or ciiiiiiin^'ly, lu niakt- 's |irnlra(‘|. this broalli, 

'I'lu* gtuls fuiiccal the ha|i|)iriess ot'dralh. 

'I'his mood, not permanent., but reeurring 
eonstiintly, equals llie bappiness and eoinfurt 
of the drowning man when he sinks for the 
third t ime. A profound (compassion for my 
dear ones and Iriends, and :ill humanity left 
on the shore of this world struggling, lills 
iiiy hcai't. I want to say genially and per- 
suasively to them as nty last testament : 
Why not die ? What loneliness under the 
stars! It is only bland, unreileeting cupepsia 
that leads poets to dithyrambs about the 
heavenly bodies, and to call them all by 
beautiful names. Diana ! Y et *the moon 


s 
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is a menace and a tcl'rihle object-lesson. 
Despite lilaiieo ^^'hilc, it were well if the 
night had never revealed the stars to us. 
Suppose a man with the swiftness of light 
touring through the darkness and cold of 
this grejit universe. He Avould pass through 
iiinuinerahle solar systems and discover 
plenty of pellets (like this earth, each 
surging with waves of struggling life, like 
worms in carrion). Ami he would tour 
onwards like this for ever and ever. There 
would be no end to it, a!id always he would 
be discovering more hot suns, more cold and 
blasted moons, and more pellets, and each 
pellet would be in an internal fatuous dance 
of revolutions, the life on it blind and 
ignorant ol' all other life outside its own 
atmosphere. 

But out ol' this eul-dc-sac there is one 
glorious escape — Death, a way out of Time 
ajul space. jVs long as we go on living, we 
arc as stupid and sts caged as these dancing 
rats with diseased semicircular canals that 
incessantly run round and round in circles. 
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Hut if we be iiidiA'cd to remaiu in this cul- 
de-sac, tliere is always an alleviativc in 
coinmunicalion and connnunion with our 
fellows. Men need each other badly in this 
world. 'I'he stars are crushing, but mankind 
in the mass is even above the stars how far 
above. Death may show, perhaps to our 
surprise. 

Hut if I go (»n, T shall come round to I he 
conviction that life is beer and skittles. 
Cheerio ! . . . This is not written in despair 
— “despair is a weakening of faith, hope in 
t-iod.” Hut I am tired .‘ind in need of relief. 
Death tantalises my curiosity, and some- 
times I feel I could kill myself just to satisfy 
it. Hut I agree that Death, .sa\'e as the only 
.solution, is merely a funk-hole. 

Boxing Daif, 1UI8. — James Joyce is my 
man (in the Portrait of the Artist as a Youug 
Man). Here is a writer who tells the truth 
about himself. It is almost impossible to 
tell the truth. In this journal I have tried, 
but I have not succeeded. I have set dozen 
a good deal, but I cannot teU it. * Truth of 
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self hfts to be left by tlA; psyebology-miner 
at the bottom of his boring. Perhaps 
fifty or a hundred years henee Posterity 
may be told, hut Conteniporiiry will never 
know. See how soldiers deliberately, from 
a mistaken sense of charity or deccaiey, 
conceal the horrors of this war. Piihlishers 
and Government aid and abet tliem. Yet a 
good cinema (ilm of all the worst and most 
filthy and disgusting side of the war — every- 
one s(jueamish and dainly-minded to attend 
under State compulsion to have their necks 
scrollial, their sensitive nose-tips pitched into 
it, and their rest on lawny couches disturbed 
ibr a month after — would do as much to 
prevent future warn as any I-iCague of 
Nations. 

It is easy to reconcile oneself to man's 
sorrows by shutting the eyes to them, Hut 
there is no satisfaction in so easy a victory. 
How many people have been jerry-building 
their faith and creed all their lives by this 
method 1 One breath of truth and honest 
self-dealin|r w^enikl blow the structure down 



like a house of eards. The optimist and 
believer must bear in mind such things as 
the C.C.S. described by IVI. Duhnmcl, 
or this from AI. Latzko’s Men in 
Jiat/le : 

“ The captain raised himself a little, and 
saw the ground and a broad dark shadow 
that VV'cixler east. Wood ? lie was 
bleeding ? Or what ? Surely that was 
blood. It couldn’t be anything but blood. 
And yet it stretched out so peculiarly, and 
drew itself u|> liken thin thread to \Vci.xler, 
up to where his hand pressed his body as 
though he wanted to pull up the roots that 
bound him to the earth. 

“ The captain had to see. He pulled his 
head farther out from under the mound - 
and uttered a hoarse cry, a cry of infinite 
horror. The wretched man was dragging 
his entrails behind him.” 

The reviewer suggests that the book should 
be read hy school-ehiMrcn in every school in 
the world ! 1 shoidd like to take it (and I 

hope it is large and heavy) and bring it down 



on the heads of‘ the heartless, unimaginative 
mol), who would then have to look at it, if 
only to see Avliat it was that eraeked down 
on their skulls so heavily. 

Certainly .loyee has chosen the easier 
method of transferring his truth of self to a 
fictional eharaeter, thus avoiding recognition. 
I have failed in the method urged by 
Tolstoi in the diary of his youth : Would 
it not be better to say ” (he asks), “ ‘ This is 
the kind of man I am; if you do not like 
me. 1 am sorry, but God made me so ’ ? . . . 
Let e\'cry man show just what he is, and 
then what has been weak and laughable in 
him will become so no longer.” 'Polstoi 
himself did not live up to this, lie con- 
fessed to liis diary, but he kept his diary to 
himself Some of my weaknesses I publish, 
and no doid)t you say at once “ self- 
advertisement.” 1 agi’ce more or less, but 
believe c^olisin is a diagnosis nearer the 
murk. 1 do not aspire to Tolstoi’s ethical 
motives. Mine are inlellectunl. I am the 
s(.ie!ititi<; investigator of myself, and if the 
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published rescjirchcs bring me into notice, I 
am not averse from it, though interest in my 
work comes first. 

Did not Sir 'I'hom.'is Browne say over so 
long ago : “ VV^e carry witliin ns the wonders 
we seek without us ; there is all Africa and 
her prodigies in us . . . 
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Jummni l.v/, 1019. My (le:ir Arthur ! — if 
it’s a hoy, will him Andrew Chatto W’indiis. 
Then perhaps the firm will j^ivc him a 
royalty when he is published at the font. 

My life here has (|uitc('han^ed its orienta- 
tion. 1 am no lonijer an intellcetual snob. 
If I ncre, K. and 1 would have 2)aited ere 
now. 1 never liked to take her to the U.M. 
(in my petty way) because there all the values 
arc iutellcetual. 

1 write this by candlelight in bed. In 
the room above E. is in bed with ’flu. W^e 
have had days of cold rain, and just now it 
drips drearily off the roof, and the wind 
blows drearily in gusts round the cottage as 
if tired of blowing, and as if blow'iug 
prospects were nothing to be roaring 
about. • * 
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\VlI,SON 

E*rc.si<lcrit Wilson is my hero. 1 worship 
him, I could nsk him to stamp across my 
prostrate hodj"^ to save getting his teet Avet 
in a puddle. But I know nothing about him 
save what 1 read in the Xation, and I don’t 
want to. Supj)osing 1 discovered traits . . . ? 
I have had enough of disenehnutment to last 
me a lifetijue. Tf he is not the grcate.st 
figure in modern history, then there's no 
money in \\’all Street, 

JnnuaTji linf, 191*.).— She taxes me with 
indifl'erenee, says my sympathy is cold. By 
(iod ! this is hard to hear. But she is so 
desperate, she is lunging out right and 
left at all. I fear for her mental balance. 
What's going to happen to us ? Why does 
evciyonc seem to have forsaken us ? Ah ! it 
is almost too hard for me to bear. And 1 
can't break down. 1 am like ice. 1 can’t 
melt. 1 had a prc.sentiinent of evil awaiting 
us about? no\.'. T don't know why, unle.ss 
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long cxpenerice of it produces ;i nose for it, 
so thiit I can smell it in ndvance. 

Jurniiii'ji \1h, im*.). 1 lisive talked of 

being in hrvc u'H/i one’s oicn ruin, llaslikirt- 
seir of liking to siiHer, to be in despair. 
Light, frivolous talk. At the most, such 
moods are only short lulls between the 
spasms of agony of sunering : one longs to 
be free <jf l.hein as of aeiile physical pain, to 
be unconscious, f look forward to night, 
to darkness, rest, and sleep. I sleep well 
between twelve and six and then watch the 
dawn, from black (and the owl's hoot) to 
grey hand the bariu;ock's crow) l«) white (and 
the blackbirds’ whistle). 'I'hc oak beam on 
my ceiling, the .lapanesc print on the wall 
come slow'ly into view, and 1. dread them. 
I dread the djiy with my whole soul. Each 
dawn is hopcdcss. Ves, it is true, they ha\'e 
not buried me deep enough. 1 don't think I 
am buried at all. They have not even taken 
me down from the tree. And my wife they 
are just nailing up. I c^an never Ibrget, 
wherever I may be, in Heaven or*H.ell, her 
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figure ill dressing-gown and shawl drawn up 
erect — but swaying because she is so w'eak — 
before me at the fireside (slic had just been 
bending over me and kissing me, liot cheeks 
and hot tears that mingled and bound us 
together to that moment 1‘or ever), lier bead 
tilled towards the ceiling, and her poor face 
looking so ill and screwed up as she lialf- 
wbispered : “ Oli, God ! it’s so hopeless.” 
I think that picture is impressed even on the 
four walls of the room, its memory is 
photograplied on the air to haunt tlioso who 
may live here in the time to (!omc. I said : 
“Fight it out, dear. Don’t give in. I 
believe in a personal devil. The human 
spirit is uncon(|uerable. Vou’ll come 
through if you light.” It was but a few 
Aveeks ago that she came home one evening, 
dug out from a drawer her beautiful danee 
dress, got into it, and did :i pas sen! for my 
pleasure round the little cottage room. 
That ogre Fate was drawing out her golden 
wing and mocking her loss of liberty. Ah 1 
the times! wc intended to have together 1 
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Jnniinni 8tli, 11)15). — I lie still* and con- 
torted till Nurse arrives at nine-thirty. She 
straightens me out and holsters me up. 
Breakfast at nine. Cigarettes while I listen 
with ravenous ears for the postman. No 
letter for me, then p/n/> right down into the 
do])th among the W'eeds and goblins of tlie 
deep sea for an hour. There usually is no 
letter for me. 

My chief disco\ ery in .sickness and mis- 
fortune is the eallousness of people to our 
ease- not from hard-hearleduess (t;veryone 
is kijid), hut from absence of sympathetic 
imagination. People don’t know the horrors 
and they can't imagine them — perhaps they 
are unimaginable. Von will notice how 
suicides time and again in farewell notes to 
their close.st and dearest have the same 
refrain, “ 1 ilon’t believe even you can realise 
all I suffer.” Poor devil 1 of course not. 
Beyond a certain point, suft’ering must be 
borne alone, and so must extreme joy. Ah 1 
we are lonely barks. 

Jnnuanj 13///, 1919. — All* the* postman 
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hroiiglit me to-day was an income-tax 
rorin ! 

Lust nifflit —Nurse (having ])iit me back 
to bc<l). — Shall 1 shut up your legs ? 

H. — No, thank you. They’ve been bent 
up all the evening, and it’s a relief to have 
them out straight. 

Lutcr - H.- -IJelore you go you might 
uncross my l(?gs. 

(She pidls bed-clothcs back, seizes my 
feet, one in each h;ind, and forces them 
apart, chanting humorously; “Any scissors 
to grind C As I have pointed out to her, 
the sartorius muscle, being on the inside of 
the thigh and stronger than the others, lias 
the eflect of crossing niy legs when a tetanic 
spasm occurs.) 

N. -There, good-night. 

B. -And a good-night to you. 

N. — I'll come in lirst thing in the morning. 

[/iw/. 

I lie on my back and rest awhile. Then 
I force iny.self on to the left side by putting 
my right aruv over the left side of the bed 
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bcMicuth tlie wood-work uiid (iny 

right arm is stronger tlian any of the other 
limbs). 'I'o-night. Xiirse had not plaeed me 
in the middle of the bed (I was too iniieh 
over on the right side), so even my long arm 
could not reach down henealli I he wood- 
work on I lie h;ft. I cursed Xaiiny I'or a 
scabby old bean, struggled, and at last got 
over on my Icl't side. 'Fhc next thing Avas 
to get my legs bent up —now out as still 
and straight as terrulcs. W’hcn lying on the 
Icl't side I long ago I'omul out I hat it is 
useless ti> get my' right leg up Ih'st. as it only 
shoots out ag;iin Avhcu I come to grapple 
with the lel't. Sol put my right arm down, 
.seized the leCt leg just above the knee and 
pulled 1 The first result is always a violent 
spasm in the legs and back. Hut I hang on 
juid presently it dies away\ and the leg 
begins to move upward a little, laist night 
Nanny uncrossed my legs, but was not 
careful to separate them. Consequently, 
knee stuck side by side to knee, and foot to 
foot, as if glued, and I found, in pulling at my 
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left, 1 had the stiihhorn live weight of both 
to lilt lip. I would get them part way, then 
by a eareless movement of the baiul on a 
tirklisli spot both woidd shoot out again. 
So on for an hour — my only relief to curse 
Nanny. 

And thus, any time, any week, these 
last eighteen months. IJiit 1 have faith 
and liope and loi e in spite of all. I forgive 
even Nanny! 

Janunrij 10///, IIMO. - 'I'he situation is 
cased. K. is at Hrighton for a eliangtr, and 
has P. witli her (slie came up from Wjiles 
with the nurse alter seven months' visit). 
Hut 1 am heartsore and un)iap]>y. 

Joiinarji 20///, P.iJO. — If I were to sum 
up my life in one word I sliould say 
s'uj/oca/ioii. R. has been my one blow- 
hole. Now I look forward to a little 
oxygen when my .Journal is published I 1 
am delighted and horrified at the same 
time. t\"hat will my relaliv'es .say ? ’’Fwill 
be the surpi’ise of their lives. I regard it as 
a rex'nnchc. * The worhl has always gagged 
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and suppressed me— now I turn and hit it 
in the belly. 

Junvarji 22/itl, 11)1!). — y\ni now hxl^in^ 
alone under one roof willi Xanny ! Makes 
me lliink of some of Sterne’s advenliires in 
the Scultniciilnl Joiinicji, only I must sliiit 
my eyes very ti^ht to see tlu; likeness and 
imaijine very hard. This is aseleetioii from 
last night’s eonversation (remember she is 
deaf, old, and obstinate ; she h.atcs to 
be instrueted or eorreeted : henec her 
jj^norance and general ineapueity) : 

OKXiTiioi.or.v 

\. — I think a sparrow out at the hack has 
youiii^ birds, by the way she earries oil' the 
food. 

R. — It's loo early for young sparrows. 
A .sparrow is too worldly wi.se to eneumher 
hiimelf Avith a young family in .ramiary, or 
in February or Mareh for that matter. 

N. — I’ve seen young sparrows in March. 

B. Why didn't you write to tlje papers 

about it ? * 
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N. 'I’lieic wnsn’t so much writing to the 
pupeis ill my days. But there were tilings 
I could have written about. '^’’oiing 
plovers, for example, I used to ealeh and 
hold in my lap. ^’'ou know the plover if 
It’s called the lapwing .sometimes; only a 
few young at a time 

B. Four. 

N. — Yes. Now Charlie used to show me 
]iartridges’ nests with as many as tAventy- 
four. 

B.- -Yes, hut laid probably by more than 
one hen. 

N.- Charlie .said it was all one bird. The 
preltie.st nest he ever showed me was a 
greciifineh’s. 

B. — What was that like? 

N. — It was sAvuiig underneath the bough 
of a tir-trec right at the end. 

B. — 'I’hat was not a green linch’.s. 

N. — Well, Charlie said it Mras, and he 
showed it to all of us ; we all .saAV it. 

B. — It. was the nest of a goldcrest. 

N.- Ycs ? (’harlie had a wonderful col« 
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lection of c^gs. lie could name them all, 
and labelled the names on them. 'Fhey 
would cover the table when all set out. 

R.-Ves? 

N. — (Jh, 1 forgot, another nest he showed 
me - a kingfisher’s. 

R. - -^^'hat was that like < 

N. — It was right down among some reeds 
of a stream. 

R. W’hal were the eggs like ( 

N. — 'I'herc Averre no eggs in it when I saw 
it. A tjother pretty 

R. — That was not a kinglishcr's nest. A 
kingfisher nests at the end of a hole in tlie 
bank of the stream. 

N. — Charlie said it Avas. i\notiier ])relty 
nest AVJis the robin’s. 

R. — The prettiest nest ot‘ .all, 1 think, is 
the long-tailed tit’s. 

N.— Oh, yes, I kuoAV that. 

R.— What’s it like ? 

N. — T can’t recollect. 

R. — All arched over Avith sticks and lined 
with green leaves ? • * 
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N. — Oil, yes. 

I suspect “(''liarlie” (whoever he was) 
could not tell a hawk from a handsaw, even 
when the wind was southerly. Now Avhat a 
stupid old Avomaii not to make better use 
of me ! 

Januarij 'I'Ard. -TTai e been sustaiii> 

ing a hell of tedium by reading a sloppy 
novel sentimental mucilage — called Con- 
md in Quest of //is Youth, which sent me 
in quest of mine. I .see now that my youth 
Avas over before I came to liondon. For 
never after did I experience such electric 

tremors of joy and fear as, e.^., over . 

As a small boy I kncAV her, and always 
lilted my hat. Hut one day at the age of 
si.xtecn, Avitli a hcai-L like nascent oxygen 
(though L did not know it). I lifted my hat 
and, in response to her smile, fell violently 
in love. During eoiintry rambles 1 liked to 
pause and carve her initials on the bark of a 
tree. It pleased me to confide my burning 
secret to the birds and Avild things. I knew 
it Avas sate in 'their keeping. And I ahvays 
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hoped she might come along one day and 
see t])e letters there, and feel curiosity, yet 
she c(uddn’t find out. ... I daresay they 
arc still legible in places, some of them of 
exquisite rural beauty ; though the letters 
themseU’cs probably now look obscured and 
distorted by the evergrowing bark, the trees 
and locality doubtless are still as beautiful : 

I'pon .T jxu'l’.s |»;igc I wroU* 

( )1* old Lm o lotti-rs ol* luT iianut ; 

l*;u t d sho of llu- rll'idi^cid: Ihought 

Wlicncc Mi.il liigli singiT’s raj)tiiv<* fame. 

\Vln‘ii now I liini Iho Iraf the sanu? 

Innnorl.'d illiiiiK‘.s llu* lay, 

from tlu- Irlli-is of Iit r name 
Tho radiancy lias waned away.” 

For a whole year I was in agony, meeting 
her eonstautiy in the town, but never daring 
to slop iind speak. I used to return home 
after a short eap-lilling encounter with an 
intolerable ache that 1 did not understand. 
Even in subsequent miseries 1 do not 
believe I suflercd mental pain equal to this 
in aeutene.ss. I used to lilt my cap to her 
in the High Street, then dart dtpvii a side- 
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street and around, so as to meet her again, 
and every time 1 met her came a raging 
stormy conilict between fear and desire. I 
wanted to stoj) — my heart always failed me. 
Mow I cursed myself for a poltroon the 
very next moment ! 

I .'ilwiiys iiaunted all the localities ---park, 
coneerts, skating-rink — where I thought to 
see her. Iti eliiireh on Sundays I beeame 
electrilietl if she was there. One afternoon 
at a concert in company with my sister, 1 
determined on .a bold measure : 1 left before 
it was over— saw my sister home, and at 
once ilarted back to the ball and met my 
paragon coming out. She w:is with her 
friend (how I hated her!) aiul her friend's 
inotlier (bow I feared her!) I was seven- 
teen, she was seventeen, and of ravishing, 
virginal beauty. I spoke. I said (obviously): 
“ How did you enjoy the concert T 

While the other two walked on, she 
replied “ \'cry much.” 'I’hat was all. 1 
could think of nothing more, so 1 left her, 
and she rejoined, her friends. It had been a 
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terrible nervous striiin to me. At the crucial 
second my nose twitched and I felt my face 
contorted. Rut I walked home on air and 
my soul sang like a bird. It was the beau- 
tiful rha])sody of a boy. 'I’here was nothing 
canwd in it Indeed, the poor girl was 
idealised aloft into something scarcely 
human. Rut tliat at tiie moment of speak- 
ing to her 1 was in the power of aji unpre- 
cedented emotion is obvious if 1 write that 
neither before nor after h:is anything ever 
caused fa(;ial twitching. It is evidence of 
my ardour and youth. 

Our acquaintance remained tenuous for 
long. 1 was shy and inexperienced. I was 
tot) shy to write. I hearil rumours that she 
was staying by the sea, so I went down and 
wandered about to try U> see her. In vain. 
I w’cnt down another day, and it begiui to 
j)our witli rain. So I .spent all niy time 
sheltering under dtiorways and .shop awn- 
ings, cursing my luck, and groaning at the 
waste of my precious time. “ There wjis a 
large halibut on a fishmonger’s * stall,” I 
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posted ill my diary, “ but not caught, 1 
tliink, off this coast.” Then follows ab- 
ruptly : 

“ A (1.1 11 filler of llio goiis slie walked. 

Divinely tail, and most divinely fair.” 

1 bouglit a local })apcr in the High Street, 
and. examining the “ Visitors’ List,” 1 went 
through hundreds of names, and at the end 
saw •• The most recent arrivals will be found 
on page 5.” I turned to ])agc 5 and found 
nolhing there. 1 complained to the 
manager. “ ^\h, yes, I know, an unfor- 
tunate oversight, sir. If you will leave 
your name and address, I Avill see it appears 
in next Aveek’s issue.” 1 felt silly, and 
slunk off, saying: “Oh, never mind. I 
don’t care mucli .about it.” 

“It is I he more worrying to me because 
1 know 

(1) It is wasting good time. 

(2) A eomiimn occurrence to others, and 
they all get over it. 

(8) 'fhere is no canufort in study or 
reailing. ‘Kiioivlcdgc is dull and diy. 
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Poetry seems to me to be more attr<ac- 
tive.” 

Then immcdintcly follows si dcseription 
of SI riny siisike witli iioles on its ansitouiy. 
'riicn a few days later: “ Have not seen my 
beloved all the week. Wlicre on earth has 
slie been liidin^ herself And sigain : “I 
esinnot hope ever to see iiKire wondcrfid 
eyes of llic riehest, sweetest brown-amber, 
soft, yet brii^ht.” .iVt leitt»th we beesime 
friends, wrote letters to one smother (her 
first one was an event), and went for wsdks. 

Of eonrso, the next slsi^e wsis kissing her. 
It took me over another twelve months to 
kiss her. I must bsive been close on nine- 
teen. \^'e had Ixien walking in the woods 
all the sil’tes’iiooii. then had less in the garden 
tesi-rooms. We ssit in the green sirboiir till 
ssiter dsirk. I was in a terrible state. Rest- 
lessness and fever were exhsi listing me. 
Desire struggled with pride. Wliat if she 
smaeked my lace { 'I'lien 1 lit a cigarette 
for her (1 used to buy lier little heliotrope 
boxes i>f cigarettes labelled in 'gold “ Aly 
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Darling"). (Ircatly daring, I put my left 
arm round her neek, and holding the malch- 
1)<)X, slruek a light and kissed her at the 
same moment. She said, “ I ought not to 
let you really,” tpiite esilm. I was in too 
much of a turmoil to answer, but kissed her 
again. 

I kissed fier many times alter that. One 
wet atternoon we had spent, kissing in a 
linh.ay by a eounlry lane. Ctuning home, 
we met her sisters baby, and she stopjjed to 
lean over the pram, and erow. 'Phis irritated 
me, and I strolled on. “ Do you like 
babies {'’ I asked when she came up. Ves,” 
she answered, “do you?” “Not much,'’ 
said I with dryness, and changed \vh,at I felt 
to be almost an indelicate subject. Alter 
all, a baby is only a kiss carried to a rational 
conclusion, in natural se(|ucnce, sometimes 
arithmetical, sometimes geometrical. Jt de- 
pends on the length of the engagement. 

Rut it was curious how this kissing 
destroyed my ideal. I soon knew 1 was 
not in love. With callous self-po.ssession 1 
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Wiis ii)vcsli^iilin^;i new sensation, and ibnnd 
it \ ery enjoyable. “ 1 kiss //«//,” I said to 
her one nij>ht in tlie park, “ but you never 
kiss me. ’ Slie at onee ^ave me a passionate 
token on iny lips, and having exacted llius 
miieb tribute, 1 sank into eomplaeeney, self- 
.ndulatioii, and, ultimately, indiirercnee. I 
bad been siiiYlmrmd. 'i’lie relief was too 
eomplete. .After exeb.angin" impassioned 
verses (ob, such tosh !), each other’s photo- 
grajdis, and pk:nty of letters, my romance 
died Ji natural death. My agony and sweat 
boeame a trifle, .aiul one 1 wished to blot 
from my memory out r>f boyish sense of 
shame. 

l)oul)lle‘-s 1 broke her heart. She luul 
Icll the town, when one morning I received 
a last pathetie, appe:d. 1 remember now 
the nausea that love-letter caused me. 1 
put it on the fire, and thougbl, “ flcavcns 
what a fool the girl is !” In lUlS I met her 
again, and had the ell’rontery t(» go to her 
home and have dinner with her people. 
(See M:iy tfist and June :)rtV 
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Now, in my old age, T like to gaze back 
on tins ilashing gem of youth. It still 
reHeets tiie liglrL, and she is a princess 
again. liOve in the N’allcy ” becomes a 
personal memoiy instead of someone else's 
poem. 

Ah I what a heart I laid in those days ! 
a nascent oxygen with an allinily for every 
pretty girl wlio smiled at me. I fell in 
love with a post-oHice girl, a silversmitirs 
daughter, a grocer’s daughter, the daughter 

of a judge, h’or inontlis I worshipped , 

and bought every kinil t>f photograph of 
her. Hut I've lun'cr seen her in my life, 
and now she’s Dead Sea friiit. I had never 
set eyes on any beautiful women until I 
came to fjondon. Then 1 was dtizzled by 
them all — in every rank or station, in the 
street or rai the street, in the Cafe de 
rpliirope or the (^ale Royal — pretty, laugh- 
ing girls, handsome women, or beautiful 
pieces of mere flesh only. ... 1 was 

doomed to destruction from tlie first. If 
I had not <leveloped disease, if I hiul 
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come up from the country a healthy, lusty 
youth, 1 must soon l\ave got on ilie rocks. 
Now that the blood is slow, it is diniculL to 
recall the anguish. That I only succumbed 
twice is a marvel to me and a joy. My 
situation at one time was fraught with dire 
possibilities. Aly secret life was a tumult. 
T never went skylarking with jaiiuty pals in 
the W'est End. I crept along the streets 
alone . . . all this time 1 was alone, in 
dirty diggings, by myself. I am (rousumed 
with self-pity at the thought. 

I cannot uiidcrstaud how saints like 
Augustine and 'I'olsbji coufe.ss Iioav they 
went with women in their youth, but recall 
no sense of nausea. 'I'hcy just deplore their 
moral lapse, ^^’hcn St. jVugustine’s mother 
enjoined him never to lie with his neighbour s 
wife, he laughed at the advice as womanish ! 

b'or myself, I never received any parent^il 
in.struction. I tirst learned of the wonder 
of generation through the dirty filter of a 
barmaid’s nasty mind. 

I remember telling* me ui sardonic 
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vein Hint tlie only sulviee Iiis lullier ever 
gave In’ni on leaving home was to keep his 
bowels open. 'Fhe present generation has 
allerecl all that. 

Birds’ eggs were another electrifying 
factor in iny youth. I can remember 
tramping to and fro all one warm June 
afternoon over a hracken-ecjvered sandy 
waste;, searching fe)r a nightjar’s eggs. 11. 
and I (jiiartere;d out the ground .systematic- 
ally, till presently, alter two hours’ search, 
tlie lien goat-.suck(‘r Hipped u]) at my feet 
and fluttered away like a big inolli aca’oss 
the silvery bracken out of sight. Lying 
before me on the ground were two long, 
grey eggs, inarhled like pebbles. 1 turned 
away from this into.\ieating vision, flicking 
iny lingers as if 1 had been bitten. 'I’lien I 
turned, approached sloivly, and gloated. 

It ivas ju.st such an ell’cet on me as a 
girl’s beautiful liice used to make — eipially 
tantalising and out of rcaeh. 1 stai'ed, 
fingered tbem, put one to my lips. Then 
it was over, Ivhfid to leave them, and an 
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bciicsitli the wood-work and pullinj^ (uiy 
right arm is stronger than any of tlie other 
limhs). T«)-nighL. \iirse had not placed me 
ill tlic middle of the bed (F was too much 
over on the right side), so even my long arm 
eoidd not reach <lown beneath the wood- 
work on the left. I cursed Nanny for a 
scabby old bean, slrnggled. aiul at last got 
over on niy left side. The next thing was 
to got my legs bent up now out as still 
and slmight as fcrrnhrs. When lying on the 
left side I long ago fonnd out that it is 
useless to get my right leg up lirst, as it only 
shoots out agjiin when I laimc to grapple 
with the left. So I put iny right arm down, 
seized the left leg just above the knee and 
pulled ! 'I'he lirst result is always a violent 
spasm in the h\gs and baek. But I hang on 
and presently it dies away, and the leg 
begins to move upward a little. F^ast night 
Nanny uncrossed my legs, but was not 
careful to separate them, (lonseciuently, 
knee stuck side by side to knee, anc^ loot to 
foot, as if glued, and 1 Found, in {lulling at my 
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left, I li;id the stubborn live weight of both 
to lift up. I would get tliem part way, then 
by a careless inovenieiit of the hand on a 
ticklish s[)ot both would shoot out again. 
So on for an hour— my only rehef to curse 
Nanny. 

And thus, any Lime, any week, these 
last eighteen months. Hut I have faith 
and hope and love in spite of all, I forgive 
even Nanny ! 

JnniKirji 11)///, 11)11). -The .situalion is 
cased. K. is at Hngbton for a change, and 
has P. with her isbc came up from Wales 
with the nurse Jiller seven inonlhs’ visit). 
Uut 1 am heartsore and unhappy. 

Jannai'n '20//i, 11)11). — If 1 were Lo sum 
up my life in one word 1 .should .say 
sujfhcafion. W. has been niy one blow- 
hole. Now I look forward to a little 
oxygen when my .Journal is published ! 1 

am delighted and hon'ified at the same 
time. What will my relatives say i ’Twill 
be the surprise of their lives. I regard it as 
a revanche. ' The world has always gagged 
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and suppressed me — now I turn and hit it 
in the belly. 

Ju/iiiuri/ 2*2//(7, JOllt — Am now lodging 
alone nmicr one roof with Xanny ! Makes 
me think of some of Sterne’s adventures in 
the Scnliiiicnlul Joiirncij, only I must slmt 
my eyes very tight to see tlie likeness and 
imagine very liard. This is a seleetion from 
last niglit’s conversation (remember she is 
deaf, oid, and obslinate; she hates to 
be instructed or eoriceted ; hence her 
ignorance and general ineapacUy) : 

OiiMinoi.or.Y 

N .--1 think a sparrow out al the back has 
young binls, by the way slie carries olf the 
Jbod. 

lk--It's too early for young span’ows. 
A sj)arrow is too worldly wise to encumber 
himself with a young family in January, or 
in February t)r March for that matter, 

N. — Fve seen young sparrows in March. 

li. — Why didn’t you write to tl^e papers 

about it ? * 
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N. - 'Tlicre wasn’t so much writing to the 
papers in my days. Hut there Avere things 
I could liave M’littcn about. Young 
plovers, for example, I used to catch and 
hold in my lap. You know the plover ? 
It’s called the lapwing someLimes ; only a 
few young at a time 

B.— Four. 

M. — Yes. Now Charlie used to show me 
partridges’ nests Avith sis many as tAveuty- 
foiir. 

B.- -Yes, but laid probably by more than 
one hen. 

N. -- Charlie said it av.-is all one bird. 'Flie 
prettiest nest he ever showed me Avas a 
gi’eenlijieh's. 

B. — \\'liat AA'as that like ? 

N. — It Avas sAvimg underneath the bough 
of a fir-tree right at the end. 

B. — That Avas not a greenfinch’s. 

,N. — Well, Charlie said it Avas, and he 
showed it to all of us ; we all saw it. 

B. — l,t Avas the nest of a goldcrest. 

N.- A’es ? ‘ Cliarlic had a wonderful col- 



A LAST DIARY 58 

lection of eg'gs. He could iianic tliem all, 
and labelled tlic names on them. I'hey 
woulil cover the table when all set out. 

B. -^'es ? 

N. — Oh, 1 forgot, anotlier nest he showal 
me— a kingHslier’s. 

B. — W'hat was that like ^ 

N. — It was right down among some reeds 
of a si ream. 

B. \\'hat W(‘re the eggs like i 

N.— 'I'here were no eggs in it when I saw 
it. Another pretty 

B. 'I'liat was not :i kinglislier’s nest. A 
kingHsher nests at the end of a hole in the 
bank of the stream. 

N. Charlie said it was. iVnotlier pretty 

nest w;is the robin’s. 

B. — 'Hie prettiest nest of all, 1 think, is 
the long-tailed tit’.s. 

N. — Oh, yes, 1 know that. 

B. — What’s it like { 

N. — I can’t recollect. 

B. — All arched over with sticks and lincid 
with green leaves ? 
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N. — Oh, yes. 

I suspect Charlie” (wlioever he was) 
could not tell a hawk from a handsaw, even 
when the w'ind w'as southerly. Now what a 
stupid old woman not to make better use 
of me ! 

Janunrtj -Have been sustain- 

ing a hell ol’ tedium by reading a sloppy 
novel -sentimental mucilage — called (!on- 
rdd hi Quest iif His Voitlli, whicli sent me 
in (juest of mine. I scr now that my youth 
was over bcf<»i'e 1 came to l..ondou. For 
never aHer did I experience such electric 

tremors of joy anil fear as. e.g., over . 

As a small boy 1 knew her, and always 
lilted my hat. Hut one day at the age of 
sixteen, with ;i heart like nascent oxygen 
(though I did not know it), I lilted my hat 
and, in response to her smile, fell violently 
in love. During country rambles 1 liked to 
pause and carve her initials on the bark of a 
tree. It pleased me to confide my burning 
secret to the birds and wild things. I knew 
it was safe in 'their keeping. And 1 always 
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hoped she come Jilong one dsiy and 

see tlie letters there, and feel curiosity, yet 
she couldn’t find out. ... I daresay they 
are still legible in places, some of them of 
e.xquisite rural hcauty; though the letters 
themselves probably now look obscured and 
disloiied by the e^'ergl•o^ving bark, the trees 
and locality doubtless .‘ire still as beautiful: 

“ l.-|n)n :i poi’f.*? p.ii'i* [ wrut** 

()rijlil l.\vu IrlUrs of Iirr name; 

I'arl slur »»f Ilur (*H\il*;vnL Ihouglil 

WluMiff lli.'it high siiigirr'K rapture eaiue. 

Whfii now I luru llir Ir.if llu* .saiiur 
InnnorUl lighl ilhmirs llu* lay, 

But i'nim llu* h llcTs of lu r jiaiiur 
'I'lie radiaiiee has waiiofl away." 

For a wliole year I was in agony, meeting 
her constantly in the town, but never daring 
to stop and speak. I used to return home 
after a short eap-lilling encounter with an 
intolerable ache that I did not understand. 
Even in subse(iucnl miseries J do not 
believe I sullered mental pain eqiial to this 
in acuteness. 1 used to lift my cap to her 
in the High Street, then dart dovn a side- 
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street aud around, so as to meet her again, 
and every time F met Fjer came a raging 
stormy conliict between fear and desire. 1 
wanted to stop — my heart always tailed me. 
Flow I cursed myself for a poltroon the 
very next moment ! 

1 always haunted all the localities — park, 
coneerts, skating-rink —where I thought to 
see her. In ehureh on Suinlays I became 
electrified if she was there. One afternoon 
at a ctniccrt in company with my sister, 1 
determined on a bold measure : I left before 
it was over saw my sister home, and at 
once darted back to the hall and met my 
paragon tanning out. She was with her 
friend (how I hated her!) and her frieutl’s 
mother (ht)w I feared her !) I was seven- 
teen, she w;is seventeen, and of ravishing, 
virginal beauty. I spoke. I said (obviously): 
“ How did you enjoy the concert f' 

While the other two walked on, she 
replied “ Very much.” That was all. I 
could think of nothing more, so 1 left her, 
and she rei^nned^her friends. It had been a 
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terrible nervous strain to me. ^At the crucial 
second niy nose twitched and I felt iny face 
contorted. Hut I walked home on air and 
my soul sang like a bird. It was the beau- 
tiful rhapsody of a boy. 'riicre was nothing 
carnal in it. Indeed, the poor girl was 
idealised aloll into something .scarcely 
hinnan. Hut that at the moment of speak- 
ing to her I was in the power of an unpre- 
ectlenled emotion is obvious if I write that 
neither before nor ailer has anylhirig ever 
cause<l facial twiU'hijig. It is evidence of 
iiiy ardour and youth. 

Dur aecpiaintaiiee remained tenuous for 
long. I was shy and ine.\perieneed. I was 
too shy to write. 1 heard rumours that she 
was staying Ijy the sea, so I went ilown and 
wandered :iboul to try t») see her. In vain. 
I went down another day, and it began to 
pour with rain. So I .spent all my time 
sheltering under doorways and shop awn- 
ings, cursing my luck, and groaning at the 
wa.ste of my precious time. “ 'I’here was a 
large halibut on a lishmonger’s stall,” 1 
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posted in niy diary, “but not caught, I 
think, o/r tills coast.” Then follows ab- 
ruptly : 

“ A (laii!vlil(‘r of llio gocl.s .she walked, 

Divinely tall, and must divinely fair/’ 

I bought a local paper in the High Street, 
and, examining the “ Visitors’ liist,” I went 
through hundreds of names, aiul at the end 
saw “ 'I'he most recrent arrivals will be found 
on jiage 5.” I turned to page 5 and found 
nothing there. I complained to the 
manager. Ah, yes, 1 know, an unfor- 
tunate oversight, sir. If you Avill leave 
your name and address, I will see it appears 
in next Aveek’s issue.” I felt silly, and 
slunk oir, saying: ‘M^h, nevermind. I 
don't care much about it.” 

" It is the more worrying to me because 
1 know - 

(1) It is AVJisting g<»od time. 

(2) A ctnnmon oecurrence to others, and 
they all get over it. 

(3) 'riiere is no comfort in study or 
reailing. * Kiuyvledge is dull juid dry. 
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Poetry seems to me to be more attrac- 
tive.” 

I'hen immediately follows !i description 
of a ring snake with notes on its aitatomy. 
Then a lew days later: “ Have not seen my 
beloved tdl the week. Where on earth has 
she been hiding herseUT And again: “ 1 
cannot hope ever to see more wonderful 
eyes of the richest, sweetest brown-amber, 
soft, yet bright.” At length we became 
friends, wrote letters to one another (her 
Hrst one was Jin event), and went for walks. 

Of course, the next stage was kissing her. 
It took me over another twelve months to 
kiss her. I must have been close on nine- 
teen. >>'^0 had been walking in the woods 
all the afternoon, thtai had tea in the g:u'den 
tea rotuns. W'e sat in the grt.*en arbour till 
after dark. 1 was in a terrible state. Rest- 
lessness and fever w'ere e.\hausting me. 
Desire struggled with pride. What if she 
smacked my face ? Then I lit a cigarette 
for her (I used to buy her little heliotrope 
boxes of cigarettes labelled ii^ J^old “ My 
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Darling”). Ci really daring, I ])ut my left 
arm round her nark, and holding the match- 
box, struck a light arul kissed her at the 
same moment. She said, “ I ought not to 
let you really,” f[uile e;dui. I was in too 
nuieli of a turmoil to answer, hut kissed her 
again. 

I kissed her many tinu-s alter th;it. One 
wet aiternoon we hail spent kissing in a 
linhay by a country lane. Coming home, 
we met her sister's hahy. and she stopped to 
lean over the pram, and crow. 'I'ln’s irritated 
me, and I strolled on. “ Do you like 
babies f I asked when she came up. *• Yes,” 
she answered, “do you?' “ Xot mueh,” 
said I with dryness, and changed what I felt 
to he almost an indelicate subject. After 
ail, a hahy is only a kiss carried to a rational 
conclusion, in natural seiiuencc, sometimes 
arithmetical, sometimes geometrical. It de- 
pends on the length of the engagement. 

But it w'as curious how this ki.ssing 
desti'03’ed niy ideal. I soon knew I was 
not in love, W'tlh callous self-possession 1 
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was invcsliguting a new sensation, and found 
it very cnjoyalde. “ I kiss you," I said to 
her one ni^ht in the park, “ but you never 
kiss me.” Slie at once jjave me a p<‘issionate 
token on my lips, and having exacted thus 
much tribute, J sank into complacency, self- 
adulation, and, ultimately, indilterence. 1 
h.'({l been fuircl/arfrcd. The reliel' was too 
eoinplele. Alter exchan^dn^ impassioned 
verses {ol», such tosh!), esich other’s ]>hoto- 
gra|)hs, and ])lenty of letters, my rojiianee 
died a natural death. My a^ony and sweat 
became a triHe, Jiml one I wislied to blot 
from my memory out of boyish sense of 
slinme. 

Doubtless 1 broke her heart. She had 
Icll the town, when one morning 1 x'eceived 
a last pathetic appeal. 1 remember now 
the nausea that love-letter caused me. 1 
put it on the lire, and thought, “ IJcavcus 
what a fool the girl is 1” In 1'J16 1 met her 
again, and had the effrontery to go to her 
home and have dinner with her people. 
(Sec May 31st and June .’ird« lOlbt) 
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Now, ill iny old age, I like to gaze back 
on this dashing gem of youth. It still 
redcets the light, and she is a princess 
again. ‘‘liOvc in the Valley” becomes a 
personal memory instead of someone clse’s 
poem. 

Ah 1 what a heart I had in those days ! 
a nascent oxygen willi an afTinity for every 
pretty girl who smiled at me. I fell in 
love witli a post-odiee girl, a silversmith’s 
daughter, a grocer’s daughter, the daughter 

of a jutlge. For months 1 worshipped , 

and bought every kind of yihotograph of 
her. But I've never seen her in my life, 
and now she’s Dead Sea fruit. 1 had nev'cr 
set eyes tin any beautiful women until 1 
came to Ljondon. 'I'licn 1 was da/,/led by 
them all — in every rank or station, in the 
street or on the street, in the (’afe de 
I’Kiirope or the C^•de Hoyal — pretty, laugh- 
ing girls, handsome women, or beautiful 
pieces of mere desh only. ... I was 
doomed to destrinrtion from the drst. If 
I had not developed disease, if J had 
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come up from tlie country a heallhy, lusty 
youth, 1 must soon have got on the rocks. 
Now that the hlood is slow, it is dillicult to 
recall the anguish. That I only succumbed 
twice is a marvel to me and a joy. My 
sitiialion at one lime was Iraught with dire 
possibilities. My secret lile was a tumult. 
1 never went skylarking with jaunty pals in 
the M'est Knd. 1 crept along the streets 
alone . . . all this time I was alone, in 
dirty diggings, by myself. 1 am consumed 
with self-pity at the thought. 

I cannot understand how saints like 
Augustine and 'folstoi confess how they 
went with women in their youth, hut recall 
no sense of nausea. 'I’hey just deplore tlieir 
moral la]>se. \A'hcn St. iVugustine’s mother 
enjoined him never to lie with his neighbour's 
wife, he laughed at the advice as womanish 1 

For myself, I never received any parental 
instruction. 1 first learned of the wonder 
of generation through the dirty filter of a 
baruiiiid’s nasty mind. 

I remember telling* me in sardonic 
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vein that tlic only advice his fallier ever 
gave him on leaving home was to keep his 
bowels open. 'I’hc present generation has 
altered all that. 

Hirds’ eggs were another electrifying 
factor in my youth. I can remember 
tramping to and Jro all one warm .June 
aflernoon over a bracken -covcied samly 
waste, searching for a nightjar's eggs. II. 
and I quartered out the gi-ound systematic- 
ally, till ])resently, afler two hours’ .search, 
tlie hen goat sucker flippeil up at my leet 
and Huttcred aAvay like a big motli across 
the silvery brac.ken out of sight. Lying 
before me on the ground were two long, 
grey eggs, marbled like pebl)les. I turned 
away from this intoxicating vision, flicking 
my lingers as if I had been bitten. Then 1 
turned, approached slowly, and gloated. 

It was just such an ellect on me as a 
girl’s beautiful face used to make — e(jually 
tantalising and out of reach. I stared, 
flngeretl tlieni, put one to my lips. Then 
it was over. Ji> had to leave them, and an 
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equal thrill at goat-suckers’ eggs could 
never return again. 


Tiik Cottaor ox TFIE SllOllE 

Januaru 2 Uh, 1919.— It was as mysterious 
as Stevenson’s Pavilion on the Links. For a 
long lime I never noticed any indication of 
its being inliahited. save a few (diickens at 
the back wliieh no one seemed to fired. 1 
could sec it from miles aroimil. as it was situ- 
ated in a desolate, treeless waste, thousands 
of acres of mar.she.s and duckponds (known 
as the Mires) on the one side, and on the 
other a wilderness of sandy links and sand- 
hills swarming with rabbits (known as the 
Burroii's). Immediately in front, the 
waters of a broad tidal estuary came up 
almost to the door during spring tides. 
The nearest human habitation w'as the 
lighthouse, a mile away round the corner 
on the sands near the harbour bar. In my 
rambles in search of bird or beast, I used 
occasionally, while eating sundwic^es at 
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midday on a sandhill top, to turn my field- 
glasses on the cottage idly. For long I 
saw no one. Then one spring, Avhile 
thousands of lapwings circled above my 
hetul, calling indigiuintly at me “ I...iltlc 
boo-oy,” and larks dotted the blue sky 
everywhere in little white-hot needle-points 
of song, I saw a tiny man — a manikin — 
eome out of this tiny cottage- -a doll’s 
house- -and throw some corn to the chickens. 
He was three miles away, and by the time 
that 1 arrived at the collage, the little man 
had disappeared. 1 1 Avas a little four-roomed 
eottage, with no path leading up to it, no 
garden, no enclosure, only a few hardy 
.shrubs to keep the sandy soil from drifting. 
For a long time I never saw' him again, and 
began to think he had been an hallucination. 
Hut the desolate cottiige was still there and 
the chickens were still aliv'c, so they must 
have been fed. 'riien one day t ran up 
against him on the JMircs, and we exchanged 
greetings. He was a round, tubby, short 
man with a* stubble of beard. Devon folk 
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would have called him bungy, stuggy. His 
face bore a ludicrous resemblance to the 
monkey in the “ Monkey Brand ’ advertise- 
ment, only fatter and rounder. We dis- 
cussed birds (he was the gamekeeper) and 
became fast friends. He would take me 
the round of his duekptnnls, and sometimes 
he sent me a postearil when there were 
wild swans or geese “ in over,” or when he 
had <liseovored a “ stranger " on his water. 

But this did not <lispel the mystery of 
the cottage. For he had a woman inside 
whose preseuee was never suspected until 1 
had occasion to knock .at the iloor. There 
w'as no answer and no sound. All the 
windows were shut. 1 knocked again, and 
heard a distant noise. Then there w’ere 
long, preparatory noises, as if someone were 
eliinbing up from an underground cellar or 
cave, or wandering down a long, dark 
passage. Bolts were drawn (and powerful 
enough they sounded to make last a port- 
cullis), and 1 watched the door gening 
with curiosity ; a tall, fat, *middle - aged 
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woman stood thfre blinking at me like an 
owl iiuncciislomcd to daylis'lit- <^ycs 

were weak blue, and her faee putty and red. 

“Oh ! is Fedder about ?” 1 enquired. 

N>’illioiit ehaiiging a muscle of her face, 
she replied mechanically: 

“ Xo, but Fcdder said if the young 
gentleman called, I was to say that the 
shovellers brought oil' their brood all right.” 

I tha?ikcd her and departed, as she was 
obviously embarrassed. In her moping 
ctHintenaiurc I detected a startled look — 
Robinson ('rusoe, as it were, <liscovering 
Friday .all at once withoiit any advertising 
Friday. I heard her bolting tlie door again, 
as 1 strolled t)tt' down by the waterside to 
examine the tide-wr.iek. It was almost 
eerie to hear the caekh* of herring gulls 
overhead. 'I'hcy seemed to be laughing at 
the stuj)idity of human nature. 

There are some things the imagination 
boggles at. For example, what did that 
woman in that desolate cottage do ? V\^hat 
did she thihk about ? What were her 
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wants, her grievances ? ^^■hcrc were her 
relatives ? Did she ever hn e, or want little 
babies ? Did murder stories interest her at 
all { Drugs ? 'Fhat is an easy explanation 
to jump at some horrible vice, 'rhealrical. 
In reality I should have fonnd, I expect, the 
answer would be just nl nil. Sbe 

did nothing, thought nolhing, perhaps only 
feared a little, so she always bolted the door 
and bill herself away. I suppose if one saw 
nothing bigger than a kingplover or a seagull 
during the twelve months, and heard no 
noises other than the trumpet of wild 
swans and the cries of Fctldcr’s wild Imvl, a 
tall man six feet high, with a voice like a 
human beings, must scern a little dis- 
eoneertiiig. 

Ja/iiiarji ‘2V>f/i, 11)1*,). — Mere is some 

aritiunetie which ought to jilease me. But 
it doesn’t. I wrote : 

12 papers in the Zoologist in the years 
11)0.0-11)10; 0 in the r.Z.S. (1912- 
1910); 7 in the tinn/s mid Mt^ardne 



ro 


A LAST DIARY 


of Xnivral Ilisiory {] 91 2- 1916); 3 
in lluUvlin of Etilomolofifcal Research; 
2 R.M. pamphlets, in addition to 18 
literary e/lorls (stane in newspapers 
and some not piddislied), and other 
old scienliHc papers in different 
periodicals siu*h as Jiritish liirds, the 
Journal of .Inhnal Re/iariovr, etc. 
In all (iii publications. 

F’nrther. in my locker lie : 

6 mi])u1)lishcd literary MSS. 

17 volumes ol' Journ:il post (pjarto, pre- 
war Is. thickness. 

12 smaller volumes written in l) 05 diood. 

() volumes (post quarto Is.) ol* abstracted 
entries I'rorn the Journal. 

2.1 post quarlo volumes of abstract, 
abstracted from the volumes of 
abstract for publication purpose.s. 


In \’ul}jar parlance, cncocthes scrihendi. 
January 21 Hi, 1919. -Have you ever 
considered ^fhat a fever of anticipation 
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must be ragiiif? in me as I sit by the fire, 
day alter day, awaiting the {'oustantly 
delayed publication of this my .Journal ; how 
I strain to hold it, to smell the fresh ink, to 
hear tlic binding eraekh; as i open it out, 
and above all to read what one of the fore- 
most literary men thinks about me and my 
book. 

1 wait with head on the block for my 
child to be hv4)ughl to receive my I’arewell 
blessings. 

Will it come in lime? I nearly died last 
month of "!lu. and gel worse almost daily. I 
.'im running a ncek-and-neek race up the 
straight with my e\ il genius on the black 
horse. U is touch and go who wins ; and if 
1 do, 1 e.xpeet som{^ horrible forl'eit will be 
exacted of me. a penalty will have to be 
paid — lt:se-iintjc.sle for my audacity in 
challenging the stars in their eourses and 
defeating them. 

My life has certainly been an astonishing 
episode in human story. To me, it appears 
as a titanic struggle bet\4ieen ciJhsuming 
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ambition and advct'se fortune. Behold a 
penniless youth thirsting for knowledge intro- 
diieed into the w’orld out of sheer devilment, 
hundreds of miles from a university, with a 
towering .•unbilion, but eursed with ill-liesdth 
and a twofold nature - pleasure-loving as 
well as labour-loving. The continuous, 
almost euniiing frusLratioji of my endeavours 
long ago ga\ e me a sense of struggle with 
some evil genius. I’liink of the elaborate 
precautions I took t>f my ISISS. during the 
air-raids! I sjiw each bomb labelled 
“ Barbellion’s contemptible Jimbition.” 
Consider the duplication of abstracts — 1 
saw’ an army of housemaids prowling round 
to throw them on the fire after Carlyle’s 
French Itcvolnlton. I have been consciously 
contesting with an incemliary, a bomber 
from LIiinland,a w’ieked housemaid, a W’hole 
w'orld of w’icked folk, in league with a 
hostile spirit decided on killing and obliter- 
ating me and my ambition — a grotesque 
couple, .a monki?y astride a hippogriff, 
an ass \vith a Jabbcrw'ock ! True, he has 
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ruined me ; yet the stru^pfle is not over. 
With demoniac determinalion, I am 
on still, erawlinv/ on Jill fours, \\ itli 
the dagjfer helween my leelh. I am 
mauled, biiltercd, scorched, hut not slain. 
The dajrger T hope lo see piihlished 
by Messrs, Chalto and Wiiidiis next 
month. 

You can search all history and (iction 
for an ambition more ])o\vcrrul than mine 
and not find it, Xo, not Xapolcon, nor 
AN'ilholm 1 1, nor Keats. Xo, 1 am not proud 
of it, not at all. Tlie wonder is that I 
remain sane, the possessed of such a demon. 
I am sane or I could not make fun of it as 
I do. Ah ! my God ! it is a ridiculous 
weakness, but the leopard cuiujot change 
his spots, and 1 feel just as hopelessly 
spotty as a leopiU’d. 

Jmnwrif 28/4, 1U19. “ 'J'he rest is 

silence” — 1 should like this inscribed at 
the end of this garrulous Journal, an in- 
scription for the base of my self-erected 
monument. • 
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Rowbotham, the Modeun IIomek 

Januarif liOfh, 1911). — 'F/ic ITaman Epic ; 
The Tivciph Epic Poem of the World; The 
Stortj of the Universe and Prehistoric Mari ; 
The U finished Continent in the Athintic ; 
The lee Af>;e ; The Anemones, Corals, and 
Population of the Primeval Oeean (“'riiesc 
liitter cantos liavc been made the subjeett. of 
interestiiisif lectures” - The Hard); Other 
Epies hff Itoichotham, the Modern Homer ; 
God and the Dreil ; The Sxciss Eakc 
Dicellers ; The Epie of the Empire ; 
London ; Chnrtemap^nc. Each Epic ‘is. Od. 
Foyle, 121, Cbarin«( (’ross Road. 

Who is “ 'riic Raixl ” '{ VV'but a safe 
remark to make about the anemones and 
corals ! AVlio is Rowbotham ? I wish 
someone would Icclurc to me on him. 
What are the “other epics of the w^orld’V 
The twelfth has the suggestion of quack 
verse sold as a green liquid from a four- 
wheeled vehicle at a country fair. Rut I 
can't run to 2s. Od., though T ache to read 
and kno'.f you, (J Rowbotham ! Rowbotham, 
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the late M)'. Tlomcr, I suppose. Say, though, 
who is this Rowhotham ? 

Snow lies on the ground outside. All the 
inorniijjf it was too dark in iny vault to read. 
Even had it been light, my eyesight had 
become tcmj)orarily too deranged for me to 
see the print. ITiid my eyes been all right, 
it w.as so (rold tiiat I had to keep my hands 
under Llie bedclothes. 

All the afternoon 1 <lo/ed. In the even- 
ing I sat by the fire and read Uni-hurial. 
During the d.'iy, at long itjtervals, Nanny 
collies in, and I shout out fatuities 
“ Still snowing," or “ Cohler than ever.” 

There are some days Avhen I give up, 
Mirr<.*nder voluntarily every earthly desire, 
when every thread binding me to life is cut. 
I long to be free, and hack and cut in a 
fren/y — frenzies in which I curse and swear 
out loud to myself, alternating with fits 
of terrible apathy, when 1 am indifferent to 
everything and everybody, when the petty 
routine of my exislenee, washing, eating, 
and sitting out, goes on aivl carri(:.^me along 
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wilh it niechanicjilly. And 1 wonder all 
the time why on eartli I trouble <ihout it. 
1 look at human life and human affairs with 
inhuman dctaclnnent, yet not from the side 
of the anijels. 1 am neither one thing nor 
the other, neitlier dead nor alive, a nonde- 
script creature in a Xo-Maii’s liand, and, 
like all who k<iep a middle course, not 
claimed wilh any enthusiasm hy either side. 
The living must he tired of me, and the 
dead don't seem eager for my reception. 
Yet I. must go somcwhtrre. and hy heav^ens 1 
I will not choose willingly, C»od knows, 
the hare heath of this world. The bare 
bodkin is an alluring symbol to lonely 
paralytics, meaning liberty, fraternity, peace. 
Kver since I cauic into it, I have felt an 
alien in this life -a refugee by reason of 
some pre-natal extradiction. I always felt 
ali<;n to my father and mother. I w’as 
different from them. I knew and was 
conscious of the dctsichmcnt. They seemed 
the cliildren and I was a very old man. 
My father's youjh, which continued to 
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flower past middle-age and in the midst 
of adversity and terrible nfllicLion, and his 
courage and iiappiiicss of soul 1 admired 
gi’catly. But we were very far from one 
another. I was proud and irritable. My 
tnother 1 loved, and she loved us all with an 
instant love and teiulerness such as I luive 
never seen in any mother since. I did not 
I’ealise Lliis at the time, al;is ! Her love 
helped to wear her out. She never parted 
i'rom me for however short a period with- 
out tears tears certainly of weaknc.ss — 
especially later, of .sheer inability to stand 
steady any longer against the buH'etings of a 
hard lot. But we had little in eoininon. I 
was a queer duckling, sell-willed and de- 
termined at the water’s edge, heedless of her 
frantic “clucks.” Dear soul 1 “ If you be- 

have so,” she would warn me sorrowfully, 
“ no one, you know, will like you when you 
go out into the world.” “ I don't care,” I 
would answer. “ I don't want them to like 
me. I shan’t like them. Theirs would be 
the greater loss.” Ours was a fifiJiily — not 
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uncommon T imagine, at any time — in 
which the ])areuts were under the tolerant 
surveillance and patronage of the cliildren. 

1 was a little alien among my school- 
fellows. I knew I was dillerent, and accepted 
my ostracism as a quite natiirul consequence. 
I never played games with them, hut after 
aiternoon school hurried home, gobbled 
down an early tea (prepared Ibr me in the 
kitchen by Martha), and went off on a long 
solitary ramble till niglilfall (and later 
sometimes), through orchards of very old 
crooked trees ; the air reeking of garlic or 
humming with the scoldings of tits whose 
nests 1 w'as alter in the holes in trees ; 
through gorse-eo\'ercd thickets, over streams, 
in w'oods, disturbing the game — 1 went 
across country, avoiding lanes, roads, and 
footpaths as if they were Ciod-forsaken. 

1 never entered into any intimacy w'ith 
my masters. 'I'hey and the boys regarded 
me quizzically with a menacing “Mow then, 
Barbclliou, where are you sloping off to ?” 
I woul*i 'flush, smd parry with them with 
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“I’ve got to be home early to-night.” It 
was a lie. I knew it was a lie. They knew 
it was a lie. Hut 1 presented .siieh an 
invertebrate, sloppy, charaeterless exterior, 
that no one telt curious cnougii to probe 
further into niy way of life. .iVnd 1 was 
content to leave it at that. 

It was the .same in London. I was alien 
to iny colleagues and led a private life, 
totally outside their imaginings. Among 
them only 11., dear fellow, has ventured to 
approach luy life, and .seek a eommunion 
with me. And 1 can't believe he has 
suffered any hurt. I am not a live wire. 
Now at all events my power station is dis- 
mantled, niy career a cinder-path. I wish 
I could think that others who have come 
near me are similarly immune. My wife 
and child seem at a remote distance from 
me. Strange to say, J am calmer in mind 
when they are away, as now. Would that 
they could go on with their lives as if I had 
never been. £. is a dear woman. 1 love 
her, and she, 1 hope, loves .pie a lit lie. She 
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is my wifb, and it is my child, and my 
dreamy iiiefrectual existence, poised between 
earth and lieaven, cannot annul the ph 5 '^sical 
contact. I'hcy may be dream figures, but 
1 created Ihcm, and am responsible. For- 
give me, (brgivo me, and try to think well of 
me. 1 am weak, and this great universe is a 
bully. This disease has weakened the fibre 
of my life. Fxistenee blows me about any- 
where. 1 am possessed l)y any idle devil 
who cares to take me, give me a shake, and 
j)ass on : Ibreboilings .‘ind evil visions, 
imaginary pictures of liorrible accidents, 
cataclysms, fears — fears that the earth may 
drop into the sun. 

Fchvuarij 'ird, 1010. — Suftering does not 
oidy insulate. It drops its victim on an 
island in an ocean desert where he secs men 
as distiiiit ships passing. 1 not only feel 
alone, but very far away from you all. But 
what is my sullering i Not physical pain. 
1 h.'ive none. Fain brings clusters of one’s 
fellows -a toothache is intelligible. But 
when 3 -say I growm tired of myself, 
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liftvc outlived myself, Jim unseasonable 
and “ mopy ” like a doomed swallow in 
November, it is somcthirifr that vcfjuires a 
.Fohn (bilsworthy to understand. I'lie world 
to me is bill: Ji. dream or moek show ; and we 
all therein biil Paiitalones and Antieks to 
my severe eonbanphitions. This used to be 
a transitory impression that amused my 
euriosit}'. Rut it luirts and bewilders now 
that it has Iie<-ome tiie permanent eoni- 
plexion on my daily exislenee. when I long 
for real persons anil real things, 'I'insel and 
pictures are melaneholy sul>stitiites to any- 
one liearl-hungry lor the toueli of real hands, 
anil the sound of real voices. j\eute mental 
pain at intia’vals seizes me with pineei’s and 
easts me helpless into the whirlpool — it may 
be E.'s desj)air, or the failure to lind a home 
for me to go to. Hut these are spa.sms of 
reality, the momentary o})ening and closing 
ol‘ a shutter on Life. .i\s soon as they are 
over, 1 at once rehn)se into the dull monotone 
of misery and picture-show. * 

1 have not left my room since NoVem- 

6 
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ber nth. 1 cat well, sleep Avell, am in 
possession of all my higher faculties those 
for feeling and thinking. Hut I can't get out. 

I think sometimes folk do not come to 
see me because I am such a gruesome object. 
It is not pleasant to feel j^ou are gTuesoiiie. 
1 have outstayed my welcome. I know 
everyone will be relieved to lurar t>f my death 
— no doubt for my sake, as they will eagerly 
point out, but also f«)r their own sake, as 1 
believe. Yet now and then in sellish and 
ignoble moods, I, being an egotist, fancy I 
would like some loving hands to clutch at 
me, in a blind, ineirectual effort to sa\ c me in 
any condition, if only alive. 

Februarn 4///, IJ)1!). — The last part of 
yesterday’s entry was maudlin tosh— entirclji 
foreign to vnj nature. I hereby cancel it. 


The Day’s Life 

I woke at seven, when my desk, the 
Japanese print on the wall, the wooden 
chair with my basin on it, the chest of 
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drawers were cinerginjj out of a grey ob- 
seurily. I had tctaiuises oF niy legs (which 
alternately shot out straight and contracted 
up to my chin) till eight- thirty, when Nanny 
came in and drew the blinds, letting in a 
foggy light. It is bitterly cold. I hear 
noises in the kitchen- - a dull mewing sound 
(this is the tap heiug turned on), then a 
scrape, scrape (she is huttering my toast). 

'riicn breakfast al■ri^'es (two pieces of toast 
and (wo cups of tea), for which I am set up 
in bed with pillows. Through the window 
on my left I can see the branch of a walnut- 
tree and beyond, a laurel. I’he little squares 
of ancient glass are so loosely fixed in the 
leads (one is broken and covered over with 
a piece of cardboard) that the draught [)ours 
through and sometimes makes wind enough 
to blow out my match for a cigarette. As 
I eat comes a heavy scrunch, scrunch, right 
up the front door, whif;h is only a few feet 
away from me, concealed behind a curtain. 
It is the postman, who puts the letters hi the 
porch, gives a resounding knock, ancT^es 
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away again. As 1 sinokc niy cigarette 
there is anuther seruiieh, scrunch, but this 
one goes round tot he back door, 'there 
is a hauiincring on the door (they all know 
Nanny is <lcat‘) and I hear a rough, tliroaty 
voice, saying, “ Nearly copped him that 
time,'’ and Nanny replying, “ Yes, ’tis cold 
tliis morning.” It is the newspaper man, 
wlio always shies half Ji brick at a rat that 
haunts our garden. 

XVliile reading I he Dailjf Xexi'n 1 hear 
every now aiul then a distant rattle, which 
comes nearer, increases to a roar and passes 
olf again in a furious rattle of sound — it is a 
motor-car along the Oxfoi'd Uf>ad. 'I’lien 
I hear the clock at the Manor strike twelve, 
sparrows cluittering, or a scolding tit in the 
garden. 

Presently a smell of dinner comes through 
from the kitchen, and while it cooks, N. 
comes in with the hot water and help.s me 
to wash. All the afternoon 1 sleep or doze. 
At''r,.'ur-thirty 1 get up, by a little carcftil 
arra..gement got into my wheeled chair, and 
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am taken to the fireside. Aly legs having 
shot out in a tetanus meanwhile, they have 
to he bent up before I can climb into my 
armchair. As soon as I lun'c tricked 
myself into the chair they sho«)t out again, 
and have to be bent up, anti feet placed on 
the hot bottle. 

'rhe!i tea ! NT. sits opposite — a short, fat 
little woman, who always on all otreasions 
wears large black boots, which she says are 
necessary on atfcount of her varicose veins. 
Her while .apron above the waist is decorated 
with.an embroidered tlesign — a l.arge red “()” 
with green lca\es around it. .She always 
eats with her mouth open, otherwise, 1 
suspect, she has discovered the noise of her 
mastication drowns every other sound. 

Alter tea I read liogol. After supper, 
Gogol. Then, my eyes aching, 1 stop and 
gaze into the fire. Nanny reads me a lot of 
funny stories out of Ajistverx. 1 listen with 
a set smile, still gazing into the fire. I do 
not mind in the least, for to me it i.^ all a 
mock show. Then came aa biographical 
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study of Charlie C^’hapliii -his early struggles, 
his present tastes and habits, what his 
Japanese ehaulteur said of him (in the pidgin 
Knglish of a Cliinamun), his favourite holiday 
retreat, l»ow lie reads voracrioiisly and always 
carries with him when he travels a trunk full 
of books (ah ! my (iod, it did not give their 
titles !). etc. 'I’here was a ridiculous likeness 
in all this to a “ eriti(|ue of, say, George 
Moore in the Uookman. It aroused my 
shiiiihering brain. It interested me. (N. was 
absorbed.) This flashlight into :i strange 
new world where the life, thoughts, habits 
of Mr. Chajdin were of Iranseendent interest 
recalled me to reality. 1 had been floating 
in a lu.\ury of dream. Now I flouted CUrce, 
and stnigghal back into full possession of 
my personality. 1 was tickled, amused, 
ama/ed. 

'Phen N. read me a series of informative 
snippets : how to make your lamp burn 
brighter (by putting a spoonful of sugar 
in oil-well) ; how black beetles were not 
beetles at all ; how Alfred Noyes was 
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a great poet; wliat a red bargee meant; 
what a nine Peter signified. 

At this my gorge rose at last. In the 
tones ofa pufl-bi’easted pedagogue .addressing 
a small boy, I said: “ Oli, don’t you know 
the famous line of U. D. S. about climbing 
into a sea-going ship when the Hluc Peter 
is floating aloft ?” 

\ow this was a contemptible piece of 
])ride, for f only wanted to demonstrate to 
this scabby old bean that I knew all about 
a lilue Peter, and it was like her cheek to 
sujjposc 1 didn't. I experience the same 
irritation when she explains to me how' to 
go from Paddington to V^ictoria, or where 
the Rritisli Museum is. Of a truth I 
am j)o dream figure then. 'I'he veritable 
VV. N. P. Jb shows his bristling pelage from 
every opening in the wires of the cage. 

How petty ! Intellectual pride has been 
the banc of my life. Yet I must be fair to 
myself. Who, 1 should like to know, has 
received givater incentive to this vice J . Have 
not inferior types all my,litc cheksd me, 
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bound me, romped over me ? Rut what a 
beautifully geometrical Nemesis it Jill is! 
Here I am in the last seem' of the last act, 
the ruthless, arrogant intclleelual, spending 
the last days of his ruined life alone, in the 
close companionship of an unedueated village 
woman who reads ^///.s-rav.v. 

t'chruiirji H/li, — 1()(M)00 copies of 
Marie Hashkiiiseirs .lonrnal were sold in 
Amcricji alone. If TOO, 000 eoj)ies of my 
book are sold, that will mean t.),00() for K. 
Then I have a second volume for posthu- 
mous publication, Ihe remainder of my diary 
from March. IJH.S, t«) the end, under the 
sensational and catchpenny title of T/ic 
Diarif of a Difiiiij Mon, beginning with Sir 
'riiomas Rrowne's “ \^'o are in the power of 
no calamity while Dealli is in our ow'n,” and 
finishing up ivith Hamlet’s last worst words : 
“ The rest is silence.’’ Another t.5, 000, eh ? 
and E. Ji rich woman i Time will show. 
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The Icons 

Every man has Iiis own icon. Secreted 
in the closet of e.ach man's breast is atj icon, 
the image of himself, eoncealed from view 
with elaborate care, Ireatetl invariably willi 
great respect by means of which the Ego, 
being self conscious, secs itself in relation to 
the rest of mankind, measures itself there- 
with, and in ac(;ordaucc with which it acts 
atxl moves and subsists. In the self- 
righteous man's bosom, it is a molten 
image of a little potentate who can «lo no 
wrtmg. Ill the egoist’s, an idol loved and 
worshipped by almost all men, addressed 
with solemnity and reverence, and cast in 
an immutable brazen form. Only the tnith- 
sceker preserves his image in elay-covered, 
damp rags— a working hyjiolhesis. 

A man towards his icon is like the tender- 
ness and secrctiveness of a little bird towards 
its nest, which docs not know you have 
discovered its heart’s treasure. Eor^(.»'ery- 
one knows the lineaments* of your ’’niage 
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and talks about them to everyone else save 
you, and no one dare refer to his own — it is 
bad form — so that in spite of the gossip and 
eritieism that swirl around each one’s per- 
sonality, a man remains sound-tight and 
insulated. 

The human eomedy begins at the thought 
of the ludierous unlikeiiess, in many eases, 
of the treasured image to the real person — 
as mueh verisimilitude about it as, say, about 
a bust by (Gaudier- 1 Jr/eska. 

IleaN'ens ! what a toy-shop it will be at 
the I.«ast Day, when all our little eiligies 
are taken Ironi their cupboards, unwrapped 
and ranged along beside us, sbivcring and 
nude. In that day how few will be able 
to say Unit they ever cried “ (iod be 
merciful to me, a sinner,” or “a fool,” or 
“ a humbug.” 

The human tragedy begins as soon as one 
feels liow ollen a man’s life is ruined by 
simple reason of this disparity between the 
imag^* and the real — the image (or tlie 
inan’v inistakei] of himself) like an 
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ignis fahivs leading liim tliruiigh devious 
patlis into the morass of failure, or worse, of 
sheer laughing-stoek silliness. The moral 
is yvtWi (reavTov. 

(My dear chap, quoting Greek at your 
time of life !) 

Februarjf llM, 1919. — At 9 a.m. 1 heard 
the garden gate being forced open (it was 
frozen to the post) and the postman’s 
weleome footsteps u p 1 he path. 1 le dropped 
a parcel on the porch scat, knocked and 
went awjiy again. 1 c;ould not get at my 
parcel, though I was only a few feet a>vay 
from it. So I lay and relleeted what it 
might be. Surely not the hook ordered at 
Uumpus'si' Too soon. H.’s promised 
cigarettes ? It sounded too heavy. My own 
book ? An early advance copy ? I’erhaps. 

Nanny came in and settled it. It w^as 
the book from B.’s. I w'as so interested I 
let her go away without cutting the string. 
I struggled, but could not tear off the cover, 
and had to sit with the book on/,y lap, 
wondering. She came in* to light tbe^ fire. 
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and I asked for a knife. She picked the 
parcel up, look it to the kitclicn, and brought 
tlic book back o})cncd. I did not like this. 
I like opening my own parcels. 

It was .lames .loyec’s Portrait of the 
Artist- - a book which the mob will take 
fifty years to discover, but having once 
discovered it will again neglect. 

It was cold enough to free/c a brass 
monkey. I had had some diary to post up. 
'I'lie diary seemed lo lose all interest and 
attraction. It was a sore temptation, but 1 
decided to be a Stoic, and wrote till eleven - 
thirty, though niy haiuls were blue and my 
nose ran. 

Tlurii I read .Foyce. An amazing book. 
.Just the book I intended to write — had 
started it, in fact, when the cnish (rame. 
He gives the flow of the boy’s consciousness 
— rather the trickle of one thing after 
another -almost as well as liashkirtseft’. I 
have iie\'er rc.ad anything so extraordinary 
as the^ilatter’s pages wherein she plumbs to 
the l^r^om and ,the dregs of current con- 
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scioiisness. Her brain runs synchronously 
with her pen. She evisccniLos her current 
thoughts and records them exactly with a 
current pen. 

It is dillicult to do. I’ve tried it in tliis 
.Journal and failed. I am trvinu it now, hut 
it's not coming very easily. Wliat 1 like is 
.loyccs candour and verisimilitude. I have 
tried tlnil, hut it’s no good, 'i'lie puhlishers 
rejecleil two splendid entries ahtmt pr»)sti- 
tntes and other stnll". 'I’liat is why I think, in 
truth, I <)(MKM) copies will not he sold. iMy 
diary is too iinple.-isant for popnlai’ity. It is 
my passion for taking folk hy the nose and 
giving them a wigging, my lierce contempt 
for every kind of complaceney. Stephen 
.Daedal us. Untler started the fashion with 
Edw.-ird Poiilifc.v. Then there is ^Vells’ 
George Pn?uli'irvo. J’ontifex is a good name. 

On the wall in frojit of me is a pattern 
of ivy-leaves. In odd moments of list- 
lessness I am always counting them : 
there are 80 perpendicular rows wn’i 47 
leaves in each row — that’s J,410 leaves in 
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all. You'd never think tlici’e were so many, 
to look at the Wiill. I know to nausea that 
there arc +0 lit Lie panes of glass in the 
window on my left -really only 39, as one 
is broken and stopped with cni’dboard. 
There are 7 bars (5 thin and 2 thick) in the 
back of the wooden chair. There were 
1 7 degrees of frost tliis morning, and I have 
to stop constantly to wipe my nose and 
warm my hands on a walcr-lH)ttle. There 
is also a water-bottle at my feet. Ki,i.m— - 
that is Mir.K backwards - printed on a wooden 
box I use as a b(K)k-rest and now lying 
upside down. Yi.i.m) Swkn — this is the 
Daili/ aVctm backwards. 1 am for ever 
reading it bac:kwards as it 
lies about on my bed upside 
down. Then there arc faces 
on the morris-patterned cur- 
tain and in the fire. 1 saw 
a face like this last night. It 
M'as like me, but w’ith a big 
hole''pxcavated in the top of the skull, 
earj:ying red-hot coals and giving off a 
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black smoke. Tlie face was coal-black, too. 
1 have been some evil ^enic stoking 

the fires ol‘ hell. 

Heavens! 1 Avish I eould discuss James 
Joyce with someone. I must write to R. 

“Dkar oi.n Lad, 

“ Have you ever read James Joyce? 
lAlerature, my boy ; the most vivid book, 
living, ob\iously autobiographical, candid, 
-snch realism, beauty of style. Am so pleased 
1 have tuiind him out ! I am quite exultant. 
He is one of us !” 

f)ur sukic is an old copper one, and sings 
.sometimes in splendid imitation of an 
orchestra tuning up. I can hear very 
clearly the oboes and A'iolins. 1 1 makes me 
thirsty. 

My hand has gone too cold and stiff to 
write more. 
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Mv Caxauv 

The jacket is put over his ca^c at night- 
fall, and all niglit he roosts on a table close 
to my bed. AVhcu 1 wake in the silence of 
the night, it is dilHcidt to believe th:it close 
to me there is a little heart iin'cssantly 
pumping hot red blood. 1 have :t sense of 
companionship at the thought. For I, too, 
silent, concealed in my bed, possess a heart 
pumping incessantly, though not .so fast. 
1, too, am an animal, little bird, and we 
must both die. 


A (iASeOKADK 

I owe neither a knee nor a bare grainerey 
to any man. All that I did, I did by my 
own initiative. 'I'o this sweeping assertion 
I make one exception — H., if for no other 
reason than that he taught me to love 
music. 

Pchruarif 1 y///, lOlSt. — I had a letter 
from H. CL W'^ells this morning. He says: 
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“ You will have seen iny Preface by this 
time.” (I haven't.) “ Prefaces always devas- 
tate relationships. Rut 1 hope you didn’t 
think it tea) horrible. 1 had to play up to 
your standard of frankness.” 1 knew he 
would be rude. Rut I'm atirc to see what 
he says. 

I Jim ^oin^ to be quite fond of this old 
Nanny. She is always cheerful and ready 
to do any mortal Lhiiiy for me. Across the 
friglilful abyss that separates our two several 
existences I throw' this thin line of attach- 
nuMit and appreciation. 

'I'Jie difference between a highly de- 
velojMsl human -say, like iMcredith — and his 
housemaid is greater than the diff’ereuce 
between the highest ape and the house- 
maid. 

l^'chruuvji 10///, 1919. — 'riic publishers this 
morning sent me a proof «)f Mr. Wells’ 
Introduction. It is exeellent, and not rude 
at all. 1 devoured it with avidity — can’t 
you sec me ? 'I'he book won’t be rea^y till 
about the end of March. • 
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Tuk IJAXKKi’i’rcy ok Lmaoixation 

Mr. Lloyd George, at tlie Peace Confer- 
ence, said tliat he was persuaded to tlie 
League of \ations idea wlien recently he 
saw in France the innuinerable graves of 
the lallcn covering acres. 

Perpend. 'I'he slatenient is worth con- 
sidering. Note that it is at the end of the 
war he is speaking, that it is the number of 
graves he is niove<l by, and that what moves 
him to realise the horrors of war is the 
graves of dead mcji. What was Mr. Lloyd 
George’s imagination doing before he w^ent 
to France and saw' the graves ? W'^ould it 
help on the League, think you, if someone 
took his child by the hand and showed him 
all the acres of all the graves in Europe ; or 
all the mutilated in the hospitids when their 
wounds are being dressed ; or jdl the asylums 
when the madmen arc having their morning 
rave ; or all the St. Duustan's in the world ; 
or all the dying and dead babies ? 

The war ha,s beggiired the imagination. 
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If a womjin loses five sons, slie is not sinilten 
five times as much sis if she lost only one. 
All suHering has limits heyoiul which the 
heart is insensible. W^e are no more appalled 
at the death of ten million men than at that 
of ten thousand, or, indeed, if it be under 
our eyes, ten or one. It is a fact that we 
are forgetting the war already— those who 
weren't in it. Skating, dancing, political 
s(|uahhles are all the go pigs over their 
pannage. If a woman has lost a son, com- 
pensations are matiifold — some gewgaw 
from the King’s hands at lluckingham Palace. 
What the son thought or su tiered no one 
knows, because he’s dead. If he survives 
he wants to remain dumb, or lacks capacity 
to express his thought about the hell and 
damnation of war. I f he had such a capacity, 
his hearers would lack the imaginative sym- 
pathy to be scalded by his boiling ink. 

In this w'eek’s Times Literunj Supplement 
is a cringing review of a rotten hook, 
Kotehooks of a Spinster Ijudp — obviously 
a nob — say, an carl’s daughter. Tine, the 
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reviewer detorcntinlly refers to some of the 
stories ;is old, but hastens to explain that all 
he means is old to hint. In the same issue 
is another snobbish review on Llic life of 
JMcredith, excellent aeeordiny to otlier 
reviewers. It is headed “ Small Talk about 
(ieorge Meredith ” from which one knows 
what to expect, 'fhe reviewer knew Mere- 
dith personally, and explains with delightful 
ttdivete that the reason why Meredith 
would not go to see his first "wife on her 
death-bed, though she asked him to come, 
was his sensitive horror of death-bed scenes. 
As for Meredith being ashamed of being a 
tailor's son, the idea is scouted. V'et, he 
was, and I hate him for it. 

Fehriutrtj 17///, IhlJl.- Reading the Intro- 
duction was like reading my own 
obituary notice. It rather moved me. 
All day yesterday 1 bu//cd over it 
like a famished bee. Streaks of it at 
intervals would shoot thrt)ugh my mind. 
I wciglied senteneesi measured them, tested 
t).iem. 1 wa*' curious over “ a certain 
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thread of unpremeditated and excpiisite 
beauty tliat runs tliroiipfh tlic* story tins 
diary tells.” Lord in heaven, what is it? 

iMr. Wells is syinpathctie and almost too 
generous, (’haraeteristieally he eoneentrates 
on me as a biologist, whereas 1 like to look 
at myself posthumously as a writer. 

lie is a good fellow, and I am most 
grateful and j)iost ])leased. 

It's milder to-day, and the ehalfinehes are 
sweetly singing outside my window. 

Nurse said to me after breakfast: 

Well, what are you going to do f" 

I replied apologetically': 

■‘Oh, writing, I suppose.” 

“ This everlasting writing.” She shnigged 
her shoulders, and I felt it was most un- 
sociable in me not to satisfy her curiosity. 


Lecs 

B'ehruarfj \atli, 11)10. — B. — (to Nm*se 
stepping on his toes) — Seemingly either 
my feet or yours are vtiry large. , 

N. — Oh, but you see it's •my legs are so 
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short. I can’t step across easily. It will 
be all ri^lit if you go to Eastbourne. 
Nurse has long legs. 

B. Hilt what's the use of her long legs if 
she ean’t get a hoii.se ? 

N’.- -Aunt Hobart’s legs were so bent up 
that though she was six feet long, her coflin 
was only four 1‘cel. 

B. — VN’hy were Aunt Hobart’s legs bent 
up ‘ 

N. — llheuinatisni. She was buried at the 
same time as her grand-daughter. 

B. But /icr legs were not bent up ? 

X. Oh, no. Bessie was only sixteen, and 
died of searlet fever. 

Tnr. \V’'atku Or.sF.i.’s Soxo 
Mciiwni. 

I leaned over the parapet of an old stone 
bridge covered with great, old, branching, 
woody tangles of ivy, and leading from an 
oak wood across a stream into a meadow. 
I leaned over the parapet, and gazed long at 
tlv^? rushing M'llter below. “ 1 will look,” 
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I said, “ as if I am never going to see this 
picture again.” And so I looked, and now I 
am glad I looked like that, for the memoiy 
of the picture in every detail comes hack, and 
indeed has never lell me. 

Along each bank in:irgin grew a row of 
alders, and in the bed of the river were 
scattered great slabs of rock jutting out of 
the water, and spotted white with the 
droppings of water ousels and kingfishers 
that loved to pause on them. A great 
body of swift, strong :uk1 silent water (;ame 
sweeping tlown to the falls, then dropping 
over in a solitl green bar into a cauldron of 
roaring, hissing li<piid below, churning the 
surface w.'ilers into soapy foam of purest 
white — the white of the summer cloud and 
the water oustd's breast. Outside the 
foam-belt the water of this salmon pool 
ripples awjiy gently in oily eddies and circles. 
After the rough passage over the falls, 
some of the water rests awhile in little 
recesses on the periphery of the pool. But 
gradually it w'orks round iiito the current 
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which, like the wake of a steamer, cuts 
diametrically across the pool, and swishes 
everything - leaves, twijjs, dead insects — on 
to the hurtling shallows. “ AYatch how the 
vault of water first heiids unbroken in pure 
polished velocity over the archiiijj rocks at 
the brow of the cataract <‘ovcring them with 
a dome of crystal, twenty feet thick, so 
swill that its motion is unseen, except when 
a foam ^lohc fh>ni aliovc darts over it like a 
fallen star." 

'riiis is from lluskin's description of the 
Falls of Schaffhausen. But note that it is 
equally applicable to iny little falls — if we 
banisb the phantom Size. 

It may be only sour grapes for my part, 
but — 

‘'Win’ go g.-illivaiiLing 
Witli tho iiaLioii.s roiiml ? 

Ja'.tvc to HoIhm'L ISrowniiig 
flras, and \iii(\s — 

Lcavf to moil rn fill Huskin 
Pojiisli Apninincs. 

Whrrir's the mighty credit 
In admiring Alps r 
^ Any goose; stars glory 
In tkeir snowy scalps.” 
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A water ousel aliglitcd on a boulder and 
bowed to me. He and his little white shirt- 
Iront, eontiinially bol)bing. were like a eon- 
eert-room artist aeknowledgin^ the }>laudits 
of an entliusiastie audieiiec. I was pleased 
with him, but bis excess of ecstasy at si^ht 
of me made my own pleasure seem dull and 
lethargic. 

'riicn he hopped a little higher on to the 
slump of an alder, and being twilight now, 
and the day’s food hunt over, he ])oured 
out his (|iii\ering soul in an ecstasy t)f song. 
Like a sohi violin with orchestra aeeonip:mi- 
ment, it blended in harmony with the 
voluminous s<nind of tlie w’ator, now' rising 
above it, now' overw'helmed by it. Then, ns 
if suddenly shy and nervous of his self- 
revelation, the little bird gave one or two 
short bobs, and Hew' swiftly away upstream. 
Such spiritual ecstasy made me feel very 
poor indeed in soul, and 1 w'cnl home w itli 
a sense of humiliation. 

Pchruarif 20///, 11)40. ---My beloved wife 
spent the night here, tjjen returned to 
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Dnghtoti. “ Do you feel my hesirt on my 
lips ?" “ Dear, I love you,” and her tears 

trickled on to niy keanl. 

Two poor grief-stricken things. She 
shook with the anguish of the moment, 
w’ithdrew, and again flung herself on my 
breast. I sat motionless in my chair. Ah ! 
my God ! how I longed to be able to stand 
and pic;k up, press to me, and hide away in 
the shelter of strong arms that sweet, dear, 
fluttering spirit. It is cruel ■- cruel to her 
and cruel to me. 1 thought my heart must 
break. There comes a time when evil cir- 
cumstances squeeze you out of this Avorld. 
'Phcrc is no longer any I'ooin. Oh ! ^^''Jly 

did she marry me ? They ought not to 
have let her do it. 

Fehruarji 21.sf, 1!)1U. — I sometimes fancy 
I am not weaned from life even now. Pic- 
tures in the paper m.'ike me agonise. Ohj 
Ibra little happiness for her and me together, 
jurt a short resj)ite. W'hat agony it is to 
have a darling woman fling herself into your 
arms, pres?» you fo Jier dear bosom and ask 
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you despcnitcly to try to get well, when you 
know it is liopeless. Slie knows it is hopeless, 
j'et every now find then. . . . She pieLurcs me 
in a study in her Hat (all her own), walking 
on two sLieks. And already the tendons of 
my right leg are dniwing in permanently. 

I fiin not weaned heeause my curiosity is 
not dead. When I think of dying, I am 
tantalised to know all that will happen after. 
I want to be fit my funeral, and see who’s 
there find if they ai’e very sorry, who sheds a 
friendly tear, what sort of service, etc. Oh! 
1 wish I were dcfvd and forgotten. 

f'efiriiwii 22//f/, l'.)19. -Mr. Wells, in his 
IVefaee, refers to my watching hats in a 
cave (llicy were deserted manganese mine 
borings) and the evening Higlits of stfirlings, 
which were described in scpfirate articles I 
sent him. Herewith is my adventure among 
the bats. A (irst class field naturalist who 
has made some remai’kable studies in the 
habits of that elusive and little known 
animal the mole, said to me at the conclusion 
of his investigations : “ Yes* I have lived two 
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years with the mole, and have arrived only 
on the friiifje of the subject.” He was a 
meliineholy fellow and too absorbed in his 
studies cA'en to shave his faee of a morning. 
I arrived only on the outside of the fringe 
in my study of tiu; habits of the (ireater 
Horseshoe Hat, hut I got a lot of enjoyment 
out of Hie risky adventure of exploring the 
disused mines. 'I’lie wooden struts were 
rotten, and the walls and roofs of the galleries 
had fallen in here and there. So we ha<l 
sometimes to crawl on hands and knees to 
gel pjisl. /\11 the borings were covered with 
a red slime, so we wore engineers’ overalls, 
which by the time we had tinished changed 
from blue to red. speckled with grease drop- 
ping from our candles. Oecjisionally, in 
turning a eorncr, a sudden draught would 
bloAv the candles out, and in one rather lofty 
boring we were stopped by deep water, and, 
boy-like, meditated the necessity of removing 
clotlies and swimming on with candles 
fastened on our foreheads. One boring 
opened into the side of a hill by a small, 
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insignificant, and almost invisible hole at the 
bottom of a sleep slide. We slid down with 
a rope, and once inside the little liole at the 
boLlom, found a big passage with a narraw- 
gauge line and abandoned truck great 
excitement! Another entrance to the mines 
w'as by way of ji shall no bigger than an 
ordinary man-hole in a drain pipe, its mouth 
being overgrown with brambles. IVe iixed 
ii rope round the trunk ol‘ a tree, and went 
down, band over hand. W’e crawled along 
a narrow passage - three ol’ us, leaving no 
one at the top to guard the rope — and at 
intervals espied our game, hanging to the 
roof by the hind legs. W'e boxetl three 
altogether, gently unfixing the hind legs, 
and laying the little ereatiu'es in a tin care- 
fully lined with wool. 'I’lie Horseshoe Hat is 
the strangest sight in the world to come 
upon in a dark cave hanging upside down 
from the roof like an enormous chrysalis in 
shape. For when roosting, this bat puts its 
two thin hind legs and feet very close to- 
gether, making a single de^cate pedicle, and 
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wraps its body entirely in its wings, head 
and ears included. \Vhen disturbed, it 
gently draws itself up a little by bending its 
legs. NN'hen thoroughly awakened, it un- 
folds its wings and beeoincs a picture of 
trembling animation : the liead is raised, and 
it looks at you nervously with its little beady 
dark, glittering eyes, the large cars all the 
while vibrating as swiftly as a tuning-fork, 
'riiese with the grotcscpie and mysterious 
leaf-like growth around its nose— -not to 
mention the eentrcpieec that stands out 
like a door-knocker make a remarkable 
vision by candle-light in a dark cave. 

l^'chruurjj 'Z'Ard, .l!)ll>. — Despite the un- 
fathomable ennui and creeping slowness 
of the hours in the living through of each 
day, the days of the past month or two, by 
reason of their dull sameness, seem, when 
viewed in retrospect, like the telegraph poles 
on a railway journey. And always rolling 
through my head is the accompaniment 
of some tune — Shepherd Fenners Dance, 
Funeral Mairhcs. 
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I want to hear Kerlioz's Requiem. Poor 
Hci'lioz 1 How T sympathise with you. 

February 'irilh, — Am feeling rather 

queer these last few days, and am full of 
forebodings. Dear K.’s struggles harrow 
me, and Avorsl of all, I anticipated this as 
from December, PJla. W'hcn I showed 
my terrible gloom then, one person laughed 
gaily. 'I'oo mueh imagination ■ the ability 
to foresee in detail and preconstruct — is a 
curse. For 1 have lived through all this 
time ])efore ; yet the actual loses none of its 
poignaiu^y. 

February 20///, lt)19. -The doctor came 
to-day and recommended petroleum. All 
right. He is a decent sort and knows his 
businc.ss. Am feeling muzzy. Haras non 
numero nisi sereuas. This shuiild make us 
nineteen-ninetecners smile 1 

February 27///, 1919. — A little easier in 
mind. Posted proofs of my Joimiiil to R. 
Am much perturbed. Will he shrink from 
me, or merely tolerate pic Jis a poor wretched 
manikin? 1 fear it will ^ not bring me 
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any increase of affection (Voin anyone, and 
some 

A load of sadness settled on me this after- 
noon. As T lay resting <lown in bed, for no 
reason T can discover, the memory of the 
evening prayers my mother taught me 
(lashed over my mind, and because steeped 
in memory seemed very beautiful. Here 
they are : 

and mild, 

lifKik (ij)oii a little (dkildj 
I’ilv inv siniplirily, 

SuHc-r nut lo couu.* to 

'.riien the Lord’s Prayer. 'I’hen: 

Kr('|) fait litul, kr(*]) ns jairo, 
us I'VCT iiuirp 'I'liiiip own, 

Help, (.) Iu*lp ii.s to ondurc, 

I'it u.s tor the proniisird frown.'* 

riieii I hoj)ped int*> bed and was asleep 
in a moment. 

1 went on meehsinically ssiying these 
prayers when I was grown to a big boy, 
an<l subconsciously, felt that the first verses 
were (piite unsuitable. Rut 1 never had, 
like soiTuf, an instinct for prayer. 1 don’t 
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suppose 1 ever prayed, only raced through 
some rhymed retpiests learnt by rote ! 

I can remenihcr very clearly the topof>- 
7 -nphif these addresses to tlie Almighty 
assumed in my brain. 'Fhus : 

:b 

111 c 

A. I began here in a horizontal direction 
Avith ‘•(Jentlo .Fesns,” the suecessivc verses 
being so many hiirtllcs to leap over. Then 
I turned abruptly lo tlie lelt and ran 
up a tall, iiarrou', scjuiggly piece like a 
pagoda the Palernostcr ( IJ) linishing off 
with the tail-piece (C^, the single aci’sc of 
4 lines. 

1 never had till recently any religious 
sense at all. I was a little sceptic before I 
knew it. W'ith no one to direct me, I had 
a nose for agnostic literature, and when I 
found Haeckel and Hume I who5{>ed with 

R 
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satisfaction. “ 1 thought so,” 1 said to my- 
self. 

“ He.autiful,” did I say ? VVliy, no. 
Sottish doggerel. The pathos of an inno- 
cent child repeating it I 

Fchruarji 28?//, 1911). — 1 thirst, I thirst 
for a little music — to replenish niy jaded 
spirit. It is didicull to keep one's soul alive 
in such an .atmosphere. 

Analysis ok T!ik, “.Ioi knai. ok a 
D isAn’oiXTKi) Man ” 

March UMh, 1919. 

1. Ambition. 

2. Uellections on Death. 

Jl. Intellectual Curiosity. 

4. Self Consciousness. 

.5. Self Introspection. 

0. Zest of r.iving. 

1 wonder if an}'^ reviewer will bring out 
these points : 

7. Humour. 

8. Sbamclessness. 

My confessions are shameless. 1 confes.s, 
but io 'not repent. The fact is, pay con- 
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fessions arc pmnipted, not by ethical 
motives, hut intellectual. 'I’lie confessions 
arc to me the interesting records of a self- 
investigator. 

If I live to read the review notices, I 
shall probably criticise them. T shall be 
criticising the criticisms of my life, putting 
the reviewers right, a long lean hand 
stretching out jit them from the tomb. I 
shall plsiy the part of boomcrjing, and “ cop ” 
them one unexpectedly, 'rhere will be a 
news})aper discussion : Is Barbellion dead ? 
And I shall answ'cr by a letter to the 
Kditor : 


“ Dkah Sir, 

“ \'’es, I am dead. 1 killed myself 
off at the end of my book, because it was 
high time. Your reviewer is incorrect in 
saying 1 died of creeping paralysis. It 
was of another kindred but different 
disease. 

“P.S. — It may interest your readers to 
know that 1 am not yet buried.*’^ 
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“ Dkau Sir, 

“ There is an inaccuracy in your 
reviewer’s sLatcinent. 1 was not in the 
Secret Service. It siiould have been the 
C’ivil Service, of which i was a member up 
to witiiiii eighteen mouths of my decease.” 

Or, 

“ Dear Sir, 

“ 1 should lie glad if you would 
correct the impression giaieratcd by one of 
your correspondents that liarf/cllion is the 
name of an evil spirit appearing on W'^al- 
purgis night. As a matter of fact, ray 
forbears were simple folk-— tallow chandlers 
in IJ 

March 12///, 1919. 

Out of the day and night 
A joy has taken flight. 

Fresh spring and summer and winter hoar 
Fill^iny ''•lint heart wiVh grief, but with delight 
No more, () nevermore.’* 
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These sobbing wonls bring a cateb in niy 
bi-eath and tears to my eyes. Dear Shelley, 
1, too, have siiUcrcd. 

No more*, () nevorinore ! 

No more, O nevcriiiori* !” 

March Aoth, 19l!>. — The lirst peep of the 
ehiek : among the publishers’ amiuuneeinents 
in The Times: “ The .Journal of a Dis- 
appointed Man, a genuine eonfessioii of 
thwarted ambition and disillusionnurut.” 

Am reading another of James Joyce's — 
(r7//.v.ve,v - running serially in that exotic 
periodical. The Little Rexuexc, which 
announces on its covxt that it makes “ no 
compromise with the public taste.” Ulijsses 
is an interesting development. Damn! it’s 
all my idea, the teehnhpie I projected. 
According to the reviews, Dorothy Uiehard- 
son’s Tunnel is a novel in the same manner 
— intensive, netting in words the continuous 
flow of consciousness and semi-consciousness. 
Of course the novolists are Jijighpid the 
naturalists in the recording of“rainutiaj: 
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Edmund Selous and .lulian Huxley and 
others have set down the life of some speeies 
of bird in exhaustive detail— e\ery Hip of 
the tail, every peck preceding the grand 
drama of courtship and mating. Hut this 
cpieer comparison lies between these natu- 
ralists and novelists like William de Morgan 
rather than Jovee. 

March lOM, — I am getting rapidly 

woi'se. One misery adds itself to another 
as I e.xplore tlie course of this hideous 
disease. 

March nth, 1911). — Here is Ilcetor 
Berlioz in his amazing Memoirs writing to 
a friend for forgiveness for causing him 
an.\iety : “ Hut you know how my life Huc- 
tuates. One day, calm, dreary, rhythmical ; 
the next, bore<l, nerve-torn, snappy and 
surly as a mangy dog ; vicious as a 
thousand devils, sick of life and ready to end 
it, were it not for the frenzied happiness that 
draws ever nearer, for the odd destiny that I 
feel is <-nv.,‘o ; for my staunch friends ; for 
music, and lastly for curiosity. My lite is 
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a story that interests me greatly.” 'I'liis 
verjlnchfc cniriosity ! 1 could botjiriisc over 

my own grave, attenti\ely examine the 
maggots out of my own brain. 

jMntrh 18///, 11)19. —Mother (she liked me 
to call her Moth. Huhbard, Lcj)idoj>terous 
I.lui)lmrd, Jind she used to sign her letters 
Huhhnrd) had a pretty custom, which she 
hated anyone to detect, of putting every 
lettc'r she wrote to us when stamped, 
directed aiul sealed, into her Bible for a 
niimile or two. ostensibly to .sanctify the 
scaling up. 

Memories like the.se lurk in cornex’s of my 
dismantled brain like cobwebs. I fetch 
them down with a pen for a mop. 

I've had such a desir and beautiful letter 
from II. this morning. 
ilf//(7/ 19///, 1919. 

Wliilc ;ill alniitr 

Walcliiii^ Llie loopliolc s spark 

Lie 1, with life all dark^ 

Feet t(*lluTL*il, hands lettered 
Fast to the sfone. v* • 

Tht: grim walls, squ^^c lettered 
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arm atul fjijjudd tlie contract, now when the 
clock strikes, I’d like to stay : 

'*() liMiU*. U'litr, currilc ctpii ! 

'riu* vt.irs innvr still, tiiiir runs, Llur c.-loi-k will sliikc, 
'I’lic* devil will eoim*. and raiisUis imisL lur daniiied. ’ 

Hot I asked lor it. have got it — and to the 
I'nll -and must hilfil my undertaking. My 
feelings see-saw. To-day I want to li\'e in 
Hell’s des|)ile. The tlay t)eh>rc yesterday I 
had my l>aek to the wall in a feat of sliecr 
endurance. 

March lOin.- -Now that 1 have 

spiiiTcd my hippogi*ifF to the journey’s end, 
now that I have wreaked my will on that 
very obtuse gentleman, my Lord Destiny, 
who failed to lake due measure of his man, 
now as soon as I have freed myself from the 
har<l ec)eoon of my environment, and can 
sweeten and soothe my warped Iraipe with 
a little of the delicious honey of kindly 
recognition, 1 e.an rest in the sun a W'hile, 
soak up the warmth and sweetness into this 
tortur^f'J^'vpirit and crave everyone’s pardon 
before the end .';omcs. For I know that the 
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.Journnl will niesin horror to sonic. I realise 
tlmt Ji strong-minded man would by instinct 
keep liis suilerings to himself - the English- 
man above all ~(but I doubt if I am an 
Englishman really. My true home I guess 
is iiirlher cast). I have been recklessly 
stdf-willed and ineonsideraLe, anil 1 have no 
sort of (.-xense except the most nnpretiedcnteil 
provocation. I have been in the grip of 
iiioi'C than one strong passion, and my moral 
strength has been insidlieient to struggle 
with them and thnnv them off’. I have 
been overcome, and the publication of 
my .Journal is really the signal of my 
defeat. 

Ah, but it takes a terrific lot of energy 
to set about putting one's moral house in 
order! It is loo late, and I am too weakened, 
^’ou inust take me as I am and remember 
that with a longer life, just as I might have 
done better things intellectually, so also 
morally. Give me your love if you can. 1 
love you all, and because I love»y;pu comfort 
tny self-despondency with#the thought that 
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there nmst be some grain of goodness in me 
overlaid. 

Apy'U !.«/, l'Jl!).--I love my hair to be 
combed — it makes one realise what-' an 
avenue for self-expression was closed when 
m:in lost his tail. I bitterly regret the loss 
of niy tail ; I love the benison of hot water 
for my iirLioaling hands; the tick- lack of 
our cottage clock ; a cigarette — many cigar- 
ettes ; letters ■ these arc all my pleasures; 
pills, the air-cushion, hot bottle, a cramped 
leg straightened - these arc my rclieJs ; sleep 
— this my refuge. 


R. AXn 1 AT TUK RM. 

April ~ilh. isH*.). — What friends we 
were 1 The mutual symp:ithy between 
us was complete, so that our int^i'com- 
munieation was telegraphic in its brevity, 
frecpiently telepathic and wordless, yet all- 
sullieing. Me had an extraordinary faculty 
for apt^ (giotalions : . he loved Admiral 
Riizza, Mr. Middleton, and similar cronies. 
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Shakespeare was a never- failing reservoir. 
Togetlier we passed along the street to our 
rendezvous, coats (lapping, hands waving, 
tongues wagging, two slim youths, bespec- 
tacled, shoulders bent, brigiit-eyed. 

^Ve used to lunch at (Jloiieester Road, 
sometimes in Soho, and in the summer in 
Kensington Clardeiis. Our luncheon talks 
were wild and (1ipj>ant. It was in the even- 
ings after dinner at his rooms or at mine 
that we conversed seriously lar into the 
stilly night, serious and earnest as only 
youth ean be. During the course of a year 
our discussions must have several limes 
passed in stellar transit through the whole 
zodiac of intellectual, moral, and social ares. 
CJod 1 how we talkctl ! 1 look charge of 

incta])hysies and literature ; R. of art and 
sociology. 

llis room and mine <at the British Museum 
were near one another on opposite sides of 
the same corridor, and one of my vivid 
memories of those dajv** is coming in the 
course of the morning, gently o]^ning my 
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door, stealing in and advancing slowly up 
tow'ards my table on lip-toe, eycl.'ro'ws J'aiscd 
as far as he could possil)lyget them right up 
under his spjdj), .arms down straight at the 
sides, hands raised at the wrists and perform- 
ing continuous circular movements outwards 
w'hile he softly whistled some beautiful 
melody we’d heard the night before. 1 
would drop my dissections, turn and ask 

“ How does that piece go that starts ?” 

(I whistled a fragment.) 

At lunch-time, whoever wais first ready 
would visit the other’s room, .and should the 
oecupjint's he.ad be still bent over his work, 
the same kind of remark was regularly made: 
“ Come, come ! I don’t like to see this 
absorption in llie trivial round. Remember 
the man with the muckrake. The sun 
shines: be heliotropic. Let gallows gape 
for dog, lt:t rn.ari go free.” 

Our intimacy nettled some of our col- 
leagues. “^Vhat arc you two conspirators 
up to?” (R. in a black billycock, and I in a 
brown' oiie, were tete-a-tete in the corridor.) 
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“ Discussing tlie inotlern drniiia ” (said to 
annoy, of course). 

“ Damon and Pythias,” sneered one, an<i 
we lauglied aloud. 

\Vc carried our youth like a Hag tlirough 
those dustj*^ galleries, and our warm friend- 
ship was a ringing challenge to all those 
IVosly pows. 

April HI It, 1 nil). -Went out yesterday for 
the first time for nearly five months. A 
heautifnl April d;iy. warm, a full bird chorus, 
the smell of violets, of wood-smoke- and the 
war was over. I felt I etmld as an honour- 
able human being look a I.,ong-tailed 'I'it in 
the feathers now and not blench. The sky 
w:is above me -scores of white eyots Hoating 
in the sea of bine - -and my heart fluttered a 
little, and for a moment my blood ran wine, 
until the inevitable reflection settled like a 
blighff. r should have pi’eferi’cd not to be 
reminded, but the reali.sation how' beautiful 
the world is swept over me all unready in a 
mighty flood. “ >>'omen are pretty things 
really,” said E. as slib looked jff; pRotos in a 
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piolure paper : it was reborn in her mind in 
a flasli of delight. 

.Ipril \{)lh, 101!). - A quiet day with my 
heiirtf nil of loving-kindness for all. Given 
time, I eoiild change iu 5 'self into something 
better. 1i’'ou may not believe it, but even in 
my worst days 1 once had a big desire for 
self-sacrifice. 1 was thrilled to find that I 
was making someone happy by my love and 
deeply longed to surrender all for love. 


Ax Exicma 

April IlM, 101!). — Tn I!) 1.5 I received a 
p.c. which has puzzled me ever since. It is 
an enigma to me as ballling as a piece of 
Coptic text. It was in an uneducated hand 
asking for a inuseum y)amphlet I had written 
on the louse, signed “'I'. W ooA {Boggeria 
princeps)." Any suggestions ? 

Nurse and I have lived here alone for over 
a month, and she is kindness itself, cheerful, 
willing to fetch and bring, never impatient 
with me “(ilr irritable — a' good soul. 
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Thk Rabuits’ Golgotha 

y^jril Hf/t, 1919. — Those saiul dunes! 
Tlieir eharaelL'ristie feaUirc was rabbits’ 
skulls, rabbits’ scapula!, ribs, pelviscs, legs, 
bleached, while and dry; rolling rabbits 
being mined and gradually buried by gaudy 
red-marked carrion beellos ; pieces ot‘ rabbits’ 
flidl'and lur : ral)bils’ screams in the leelh of 
a stoat (a common sound); and the little 
round dry pellets of rabbits, more number- 
less than tlie snail shells. And lastly, rabbits 
— rabbits hojiping, racing, slinking, dis- 
appearing down holes, always and every- 
where showing the intruder fleeting glimpses 
of the little white patches on the underside 
of tlie stumpy tail, the sigiuil to disperse or 
dive into the sand. 

The dunes are ahvays associated in niy 
mind with burning hot, cloudless, summer 
days, during the w'hole long course of which 
without ceasing Lapwings flopped^ir^und my 
head, uttering their crazy w^ils, circuses of 

9 
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scimittir-winged Swifts swished by and 
scrciimed hysterically, the lace of the blue 
sky WJis dotted at regular intervals with 
singing Larks, singing all day long wif^iout 
intermittence, i)oised menacingly overhead, 
so that the white-hot needle points of their 
song seemed likely at any moment to 
descend perpendicularly and penetrate the 
skull. Occasionally, a d:iz/lingly white 
Herring Gull would s;iil slowly, majestically 
in Ironi the dills, aiul from a much greater 
height than all the rest of us, ei’y in a deep 
voiee “ha-ha-lia," like some supreme being 
in sardonic amusomeut at the vulgar w'hirli- 
gig of life below him. 

A still summer day, say* you ^ 'I'he air 
was charged with sound, had you the ears 
to hear. It is not merely the birds’ cries, it 
is their dangerous living, I’everish and intense, 
that contributes to this uproar of life. 'I'he 
heart-muscles and wing-musclcs give out a 
note as they eontraet (this is a physiological 
fact). . Jl’lje interior of, say, a Falcon’s body 
is a scene of, dark-sounding romance and 
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incessant activity, with the blood racing 
through th*e vessels, and the glands secreting, 
and the muscles contmctiiig. Just here at 
my'/eet is an avalanche, jagged boulders of 
siliea are descending and spreading out in a 
fan-shaped tains only sand grains, so I 
cannot bear the crash of the boulders, but 
matter - atoniie solar systems colossal ! 

And behind all, behind every sight and 
every other sound, is the sound of the great 
sea, the all-janverful creator of the dunes, 
w'ho in a single evening (for a thousand ages 
are but an evening in his calculations) could 
sweep them away or sweep iip another area 
of sand and marram grass as big. One 
church is .already obliterated. That was 
yesterday. To-morrow, maybe, the village 
further inland will have v.anishcd too. 

That is the secret of the fascination of the 
dunes. Superficially, all seems dead and 
dull. Reflection brings the deeper under- 
stauding of myriad forms of life, creeping, 
running, springing, burrowing-^-oC noisy, 
screaming, struggling life, , dommted by 
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the august, secular movements of the gi*eat 
sea. 

Sometimes, towards the end of the after- 
noon, [ would gi’ow tired, the brilliance 
w'ould become garish, 'rhen, leaving the 
thyme, the eyebright, the wild pansies, the 
viper’s buglr>ss (in clusters), an occasional 
teazle, after boxing every sort of insect and 
every sort of plant that I had not collected 
before (the birds’ eggs I had long ago swept 
into luy cabinet), 1 would hurry out to the 
shore, take olF my clothes, and be rebaptisetl 
in the sea. A hundred yaixls’ run up the 
cool sands and back, and 1 was dry, and 
dallied awhile in the sand-hills before putting 
on my shirt that smelled of stale sw'eat. 

It was so good to divest myself of particu- 
larities that clung like the burrs on my 
stockings, and plunge into the uni\ersality 
of the sea! Subconsciously that was my 
motive and the cause of my delight. 

April lath, 1J)19. — I am still miserable, 
espcciiU^ pn E.’s account, that dear brave 
woman. *Uut J have undergone a change. 
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My whole soul is sweetened by the love 
of those ritar and dear to me, and hy the 
'sympathy of those reading my book. 

1919. — Niii’se was cutting my 
beard, and handed me the mirror to report 
progress. “ The right moustache,” I said 
critically, “seems to droop down a lot.” 
She twisted up the lell between finger and 
tluiml), and then in a flash, before I had time 
to scream, dumped her finger with her 
tongue, and gave a powerful screw to the 
right I 


Bf.acty 

April 22nfl, 1919. Under the lens of 

scientific analysis, natural beauty disappears, 
'rhe emotion of beauty and the spirit of 
analysis and dissection cannot exist con- 
temporai leously. 'fhe sunset becomes waves 
of light impinging on atmospheric dust; 
the most beautiful pearl, the encysted itch 
oLa mollusc. 

And not natural beauty alone, but all 

t * 

beauty — all the furniture of caAh, and all 
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the choir of heaven at the intellect’s beck 
must shed their beautiful vestments, although 
their aureoles in tlie interim shall remain ‘ 
safe in tlie keeping of man’s soul. For j[ust 
as man’s scientific analysis destroys beauty, 
so his synthetic art creates it, and man 
creates beauty, Nature supplying the raw 
materials. 

Nature is the clay, man the potter. Every- 
one feeling the emotion of beauty becomes 
a creative artist. If the world M'ere as ugly 
as sin, the artist wo\ild recreate it beautiful 
in the iimigc of his own beautiful spirit, just 
as Frank Brangwyn and .Tosc])b Pennell are 
actually now doing with those industrial 
hideousnesses. But man’s generous nature, 
because there is beauty in his own heart, 
naively assumes its possession by others, and 
.so projects it into Nature. But he sees in 
her only the truth and goodness that are in 
himself. Natural beauty is everyone’s 
mirror. 

Similarly, as I believe, man creates the 
world itself after his own mind. Consult 
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the hiim.'inists, in whose system of philosophy 
[ liave a profoinul intiiilivc belief. 

• C’crtainly there arc many times when 
Nature, by pure aceident. haviiifj other aims 
than onr deligliU produces the finislied 
article. Helen of i’roy, I suppose, rc(piired 
no emendation i'rom Ibe artist’s luind. Nor 
dt)es the Walersmeel, Lynton. Octeasionally 
a human dram.'i compleles itself perl'ectly in 
live acts, observing all the unities. 

It may be claimed by the moralists that 
there must be some \erv ilelinile inherent 
diretrtion in Nature's processes t.owards the 
light <»(' beauty, if in tlio ordinary course of 
pix)duciug, say. a blue flower to attract 
insects, ji thing of r:u’e beauty .at the same 
lime emerges I her<.‘fi<im. Itut this is putting 
the cart i>elbre th<- horse. l'\)r man’s own 
ideas of beauty are iu;eessarily based on the 
forms* and colour he lin.is in Nature, the 
only worhl he knows. So that we may say 
roughly that for onr purposes we love blue 
flowers, for inslaiute, because bees lirst loved 
them ! The bees xf ere the otjg.iial artists 
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who created and educated our taste — they 
and the blue sky above ns, that ‘is. As a 
fact it is iin])ossil)lc to inuiiTine tlie physical * 
world “as ujflv as sin '*• unless at the Siime 
time you imagine man’s soul as being 
“ as ugly as sin.” You can imagine the world 
(Hfjenut — e.fX; with fewer forms and colours, 
say uniformly Hat and brown, a desert. 
Rut that would mean that, not only art 
would be poorer, but man himself as such 
would cease to exist. Instead we should 
have evolved as glorified sand. 

Art has to take its cue from Nature, 
though Nature, whatever its chance form in 
any sort of planet, would alw.ays be emended 
by i\rt provided man were the same, because 
Mind is above Matter, Art above Nature. 

April 'loUt, 1919. — My beloved’s birthday. 

April 'liMh, 1919. — Here is the nucleus of 

« 

a sordid newspaper traged 3 ^ I sleep on the 
ground floor in the front. Nuise sleeps at 
the back, upstairs She is very deaf and J 
am helpless. Her father and mother both 
died of heart failure. One sister has heart 
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disease and another hcail weakness. Her 
heart too ts weak, and my electrie bell won’t, 
•ring. If it did, she ean only hear it when 
awake. We live alone, and each morning 
I endure .suspense till I hear her eoming 
down the stairs. 


OvKlMIEAlM) [X TUK WoKI.I) Ol'ISIDK 

In the road, en pasxiail. 

A l*!itrician’s \’oiee: I was staying at 
Lord llurnliain’s place over the week-end. 
V''ery jolly. 

Second Voice: I can never understand 
why he . . . (They^ p;isv»;d.) 

'rw'o eountrymen meeting in the road. I 
cannot see them, but (piite well know how 
they have drawn u]> like railway' engines 
standing on their metals, one on the right, 
side and the other on the left of the road, 
converse a tnoment across the intervening 
Q^iddle space : 

“ How is it then ?" 

“ Oh, pretty iniddfing.” 
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“ 'riicy ’avcn’t shot your dog yet then, I 
see ” (rabies reported in the district). 

“ rU watcli it.” 

And they steam dowly onwards. 

April 1910. - Yes, ilicre arc com- 

pensations. Few can apprt^eiate a sunny 
morning and a blackbird’s contralto IVoin 
the walnut-tree. 

The “ happy and comfortable ” like to 
hear about the compensations. 'I'hcy always 
thought things were never so bad as they 
seem. “ You mu.st pull your .socks up 
and make the best of things.” Ihit you 
shouldn't have the iiiipiidence to tell him so. 

1 .ast night, a blizziird, a gale ! 

April 20///, 1019. — Having cast my bread 
upon the waters, it amuses me to iiiid it 
retuniing with the calculable exactitude of 
a tidal movement c.g., in my .Journal I 
stroked I*nOlic Opinion and it now purrs to 
the tune of two and luilf pages of review: 
the Salardiuf Bevieze I cursed with bell, 
book, and candle and — voild / they mangle 
me in thSIrjturn. 
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. For the most part the reviewers say wliat 
I lia\^ told them to say in the hook. One 
<» writes that it is a I'emarkable book. 1 tohl 
him it was. Aiiotlier says I arn a eoiiceited 
pri^. I have said as mucli more than onec. 
A third hints at the writer’s inherent mad- 
ness. I <piericd the same possibility. It is 
amusing to see tlie flat contradictions. 
There is no sort of unanimity of opinion 
about anj' part of my complex character. 
One says a genius, another not a genius ; 
w'itty — dull; vivacious — disnud; intoler- 
ablj^ .sa<i -haj>py ; lewd -finicky : “ (juiet 
humour ” — “ wild and vivacious wit.” As a 
whole, T am surprised and delighted with 
the extraordinary kindness and sympathy 
meted out to it, more than 1 deserve or it 
deserves, while one<»rtwo critics, with power 
that ama/es, penetrate to the wretched Rar- 
bcllidti's core. To Mr. Massingham 1 feel 
1 can only murmur, “ Too kind, tea) kind,” 
like the aged Florence Nightingale when they 
came to present her with the O.M. But 
what sympathetic understandi!i]g : Compare 
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one man who said I was a social climber; 
another that I was “ finicky ” on sexual 
matters (Ha! ha! ha! pardon my homeric 
laughter); another— or was it the same? — 
that I sin'anh' from life — yes, shrank ! Give 
me more life, to parody Goethe: I have 
shouted thus for yt>ars. ]*oor old reviewers ! 
Friends and relatives say I have not drawn 
my real self. But that's because I’ve taken 
my clothes oil’ and they ean’t recognise 
me stark ! 'I'he hook is a self-portrait in 
the nude. 

Mujf Xst, 1911). — \Vhat a sad, intr.aetable 
world ! ^^'^ill human love and goodness ever 

overcome it ? 

Mujf 2n(I. 1911). — I li>ng to see my little 
daughter ag:iin. Vet 1 fear it horribly, I am 
ashamed to meet her gaze. She will be 
frightened at me. Better she should have 
no memory of me at all to take through life. 

jl/f/// lOM, 1919. — On the I4th at 2 p.m. 
a well-appointed ambulance took me to ^ 
nursing home at Kastbounic, where 1 arrived 
at 7 p.m.,'*exhausted but cheerful. It was 
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like being misted from the dead. ^Ve 
travelled tV'a Acton and Kaling and Slicp- 
'lierd’s Rush, wlicre we turned down II. road 
past my old rooms, across Ktaisington Road, 
and down AVarwiek (hardens, where one 
dark November night Iv and I plighted our 
troth beneath a lamp-post. A\’e ])assed the 
lamp })Ost ! Then to \\Vst Cromwell Road, 
to b'ulham, AVandsworlh, Tooting, to 
Tunbridge AVells, where at (bnr-lbirly Ave 
drew up at an inn and a servant-maid ])ut a 
tray of tea and cakes on the bench beside 
me, and I ate and smoked while the driver 
in the road compared notes with theljindlord 
on war adventures. 

“ Where were you then ?” 

“ jVlessines." 

“ Ah ! 1 didn’t go so far north as that.” 

It AV?ls .so hot, I lay on my couch with my 
rugs, etc., off. Rut the street boys Avere .so 
curious over my pyjama suit, I pulled the 
bl>vds. I’hen they moved round and looked 
in through the door. Nurse closed it. 
They moved round *lo the other side, so 
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Nurse drew those blinds too. Then th^y 
capered off. 

After that across Crowborough Forest, ■ 
the ear running at an even pace uphill and 
down. I lay happy and triumphant, and 
watelied the country speeding by. VVe 
passed ])i('iiie parties someone should have 
given them a Avarning and an exhortation ; 
a dreadful thing for them, thought I, if they 
are not snvare fully of their magnilicent good 
fortune. The sky Avas cloudless. ItAvasan 
amusing thing to me to feel so happy. Then 
1 became displeased at my mood, on E.’s 
account, as I recollected the picture of her 
and baby in the read waving me good- 
bye. 

Mujf 1 llh, 1 9 1 9.— 'I'his egotism business : 
the Journal is more egoism than egotism, 
especially the latter part. And ought 
not Meredith to liaA'e called it ' “ The 
Egotist ” ? 

May 18//f, 1919.— In the Journal I 
see noAA' that I made myself out Avorse than 
1 am, or ’Was. I eVen Look a morbid 
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plftasurc in intimating my depravity — self- 
mortification. If I liad spoken out more 
"plainly I slmuld have escaped all this censure. 
Tht^revicAvers ai'c only too ready to take me 
at my word, which is hut natural. I don’t 
think on the whole my jiorirait of myself 
docs myself justice. 

A beautiful morning. A t the bottom of 
my bed tw'o French windows open out on to 
the ganlen, where a blactkbird is singing me 
.something more than w'cll. It is a Tnagnifi- 
eent Hute obligato to the tunc in my heart 
going “thub-dup" “thub-«lup” wildly as if 
1 were a youth .again in first love. He 
shouted out his song in the evening, the very 
moment I arrived here. What line spirits 
these blackbii’ds are ! I li.sten to him and 
my withered carcase .soaks up his song 
with a sighing sound, like a dry sponge 
taking up water. 
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Pom PA Mortis 

May 20M, 1919. — 1 f I could please myself, 
T should have uiy cofliri made and kept 
under my bed. Then if 1 should die they 
could just pull the old box out and put me 
in it. It is the orthodox pom pa morfis that 
makes death so u^ly and tenable. I like the 
idea of William Morris, who was taken to 
the cemetery in an old farm-cart. 


IXDirROUS ImPO'I'ENCF. 

I often laugh loud at the stniggles of 
Nurse with my perfectly ludicrous, impotent 
body. If you saw us, you would certainly 
believe in a personal devil ; but when you 
saw what a devil he is, you w'ould also see in 
him a most fantastic clown. My riglit leg 
is almost completely aiucsthetiscd — curious 
experience this. You coidd poke the fire 
with it, and I shouldn’t feel anything out of 
the way. I 'could easily emidate Craniner’s 
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stoical behanour. It is so deiid that if 

you put my body out in the sun, the flics in 
• error would come and lay their eggs on me. 
Yes. Satan was the first and ehiefest of Pan- 
taloons. Everyone w1k» desires to possess 
a complete knowledge of the world should 
read Duhutnel, I^at/ko, Barbusse, and con- 
sult the illustrations in a textbook of 
tropical medicine. 


Tiik Idkalist 

'I'he ultimate detection of a few bad faults 
in a good man most unfairly diseoimts his 
goodness in the idealist’s judgment. For 
the idealist can be a stem, implacable task- 
master. So a few good points unexpectedly 
coming to light in a bad man are enough to 
make the ever sanguine idealists forget the 
fello\](’s general badness. For the man of 
ideals must snatch at a straw. This is not 
justice, but it’s human nature. 
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'PirosE Nuusks Again 

Nurse No. I (helping? her colleague to 
put away her books, e.vainining a lapful). - - 
All, French novels! Tum-ti-tum-tum I 

Nurse No. *2 (scandalised). — Fi'cnch 
classics / 

Nurse No. l.--Oh, I beg your pardon — I 
thought they were French novels. 

Mai/ 22nd, 15)19. — I'lic reviewers say I 
am introspective — they mean self- intro- 
spective. I am really both. 

Mai/ 2‘U/i, 15)19. - iMy legs have to be 
tied down to the bed with a rope. A little 
girl staying here lends me her skipping rope. 


The l*KAeE Treaty 

After those bright hopes of last autumn 
.Tustice will be done only when all power,is 
vested in the people. Kvery liberal-minded 
man must fc,el the shame of it. 
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«This is the end. 
a diaiy anj^ more. 
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1 am not going to keep 


TbK ftKICJHTKST ThIN'G IN THK W'oill.U 

June l.yi, 191 y. — Rupert Brooke said the 
brightest thing in the world was a leaf with 
the sun sliiniiig on it. Cod pity his ignor- 
ance ! 'Phe bi'igiitest tiling in the world is a 
Ctenophor in a glass jar standing hi the sun. 
This is a bit of a secret, for no one knows 
about it save only the naturalist. I had a 
new sponge the otlier day and it smelt of 
the sea till 1 had soaked it. But what a 
vista that sinell opened up! — rock pools, 
gobies, bleiuiies, aucraones (crassicom, dalilia 
■ oh I I forget). And at the end of my 
little excursion into rncnior)’^ I came upon 
the morning when I put some sanded, 
opaejue bits of jelly, lying on the rim of the 
sea into a glass collecting jar, and to my 
auiaiisement and delight they turned into 
Ctenophors — alive, swimming, and irides- 
cent 1 You must 'imagine V tiny soap 
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bubble about the size of a filbert ivith f9ur 
series of plates or eornbs arranged regularly 
on the soap bubble from its rvorlh to itsr 
sou til pole, and flashing spasmodically in 
unison us they beat the water, ^ 

June 3nl, - To-morrow I go to 

another nursing home. 

ijC- « 4-r # 

The 7'cst is silctice. 







